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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following pages are submitted to the 
public with considerable diffidence. They 
form part of a series of poems illustrative 
of Oriental scenery and mythology, which, 
should the present specimens be approved, 
may hereafter be published in a similar 
form. 

The circumstances on which the Tales in 
the present collection are, for the most part, 
founded; are detailed in the notes at the end 
of the volume ; by a reference to which the 
reader will be enabled to separate the real 
from the fictitious incidents employed by the 
author in the development of each story. 
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TALES OF THE HAREM. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Harp of the East ! thy powerful thrill 
Might well some genial warmth instil, 
And e'en the lowly Minstrel fire 
With holder hand to atrike the lyre ! 
What though a northern sun must warm 
Her simple lay, her fancy charm, 
Tis the same fount of fire whose rays 
O'er Asia shine with vivid blaze, 

B 
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2 INTRODUCTION. 

Shed milder beams o'er Europe's vales, 
Varied with showers and southern gales ; — 
That power the Muse invokes again, 
Which raised of old the thrilling strain 
Of many an Eastern bard, while she 
Learns their wild strains of minstrelsy, 
That while in Fancy's path she strays, 
She flowers may cull to deck her lays : — 
Some of those gems which Eastern lore 
Has strewed o*er Europe's colder shore — 
That she may emulate the strains 
Which erst were heard through Asian plains: 
The deeds of martial ^une to tell ; 
With Love's own power her lays to swell ; 
Sing nymphs as graced as the pine, ' 
Sweet as the rose, or jessamine, 
In whose bright, wavy ringlets bound, 
A thousand hearts are captive found. 
While in each dark and sparkling eye, 
Love*s treacherous snares in ambush lie. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

Yet, what were life but storm and i^loom. 
Robbed of the charm of Beauty *s bloom ? 

That power, the rosebud's lovely hue 
Could paint, and gem with glittering dew, 
And tinge the ruby's roseate glow^ 
Crowning fair heaven's refulgent brow 
With diadem of stars, whose light 
Grems the dark veil of gloomy Night ; 
He to the sons of earth hath given . 
Love's sacred fire, terrestrial heaven ! 
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THE HAREM 



Land of the Free ! where once the brave 
Had proudly spumed the name of Slave ! 
Where Freedom erst m s]^eiidour shone 
Her very name is scarcely known! 
The bark as freely spreads her sails — 
As freely Mow the mountain gales — 
The tiger, in his woody den. 
Is still as fierce and free as then — 
Far as ;l;he charmed eye can scan, 
Nought seems degenerate save Man ! 
Where once the masters of the world 
Destruction o'er their proud foes hurled, 
B 2 
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6 Tales of the harem. 

And the &ined Roman eagle soared. 
The Moslem has his vengeance poured ; 
And where in prayer the Christians met. 
Glittering is seen the minaret ! 



Now mirth from Stamhol's towers has fled; 

From many a lovely cheek and eye, 
Which once such power and lustre shed, 

(Ah ! who might 'scape their witchery !) 
Fair as the 'maids whose soft black eyes 
Will bless the just in Paradise. 
Lone Melancholy glides along 
Where once resounded joy and song ! 
All — all is sad : the bright parterre 
And gay kiosk now seem less fair ; 
For StamboFs lord bestrides his steed — 
Beneath his blade the Giaour must bleed ; 
And who can tell, in that dread fight, 
On whose lone head the shaft may light ? 
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r THE HAREM. 

It's warrior train have left itV towers, 
It's marble halls, it's perfunied bowers, 
It's downy couches, gilded loofs. 
For neighing steeds and elanging hoo& ; 
The lute's toft notes and dying strains, 
For war's harsh sounds on battle plaimt. 
Death marks their strides, for lo ! unfurled, 
The Crescent awe» the Eastern world — 
The angry meteSi^r shines a&r, 
And hovers like a baleful star, 
0*er peaceful vales whidi never knew 
Till then the tints of blood's deep hue, 
Which, ere those falchions shall again 

Rest in their sheaths, will dim their shine ; 
And helpless age may plead in vain ; 

And maidens, even from the shrine, 
Be borne away, and never more 
View the des»r jdainsthey loved before — 
For never yet did MiMdem zeal 
The heavenly touch of Mercy feel ! 
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8 TALES OF 1IH£ HAREM. 

The Bplendid cavalcade has passed ; 

Nor longer on the diBtan.ce floats, 
The trompets* martial, hdllow, blast, 

Or the lond clarion's echoing notes. 
The Harem's Queen, who shared the thrcme 
With her Imperial Lord, is gone ; 
And in her train,. a motley crew, 
Of maids of every clime and hue. 
Who in that change a glimpse might see, ^ ' 
A distant ^leam of liberty ; 
For ne'er beyond that proud Serai, 
Had their chained hopes once dared to stray. 



And all was still in those high walls. 
Save in the Harem's guarded hajls ; 
And there were maids from every land 
O'er which the Crescent wav^ command, 
From all the East the young and iear 
Of every clime were gathered there ; 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Some whom (Btem Wwr faai capthes made, 

And to those donflM so young were brought, 
That they amidst their felten played. 

Nor of their gilded cages thcMight ; 
Nor dreamed of other yeaors, v^hen free, 
Unfettered as the Spring's light gales. 
When wandering through their native vales, 
Their sweetest itong was liberty. 
Yet Memory o'er their thoughts would steal, 
Teaching their 3roQthful hearts to feel ; • 
For there were' sonne, whose ptosive brows. 

Which nought iilumiued, seemed to tell, 
That Love h^ claimed their secret vows. 

And bound them with a sorcerer's spell. 



The sun's last rays were lingering still, 
On vale, on stream, on woodland hill ; 
And ere in night those rays were set, 
Glittered on mosque and minaret. 
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10 TALES OF THE HAREM. 

Sweet Eye* had poured her influence there, 

Luring them from their peaci^^l cells, 
That they might chase the wizard Care, 

Who oft in gilded howers dwells. 
Maids from the West, with beaming eyes, 

Blue as the lily of the stream, 
With clustering locks, whose golden dyes 

Vied with the sun's last setting beam : 
And those of Yemen's leafy woods, 

It*s palm-tree groves, it's lofty mountains, 
With her who bathed in Teflis' floods, 

Fair as the Naiads of its fountains ; 
The dark-eyed girl from Indian groves. 
Where bloom the fragrant flowers she loves, 
Those which wreathed Camadeva's quiver. 
Culled near her own pure, sacred river ; 
And those of Cashmeer's lovely vide, 

With the Circassian beauties strayed, 
Wooing the fr^rance of the gale, 

Which 'midst their flowing tresses played ; 
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THE HAREM. 11 

And many an eye, with thrilling glance, 
Shot through that twilight's gentle ray, 

As oft, heneath the banian, dance 
The fire-flies at the close of day. 

At that sweet hoar the son had fled 

And sunk within his ocean-bed, 

While Summer, on the eve's soft gales, 

His tribute sent from floweiy vales. 

Like zephyrs borne upon the breeze. 

From the bright isles *midst India's seas. 

On such a night as this, no eye ' 

Ought to have gazed with apathy ; 

Yet, vain the hope, though all essay, 

By every wild, ftmtaertic play. 

To charm the long and tedious hours, 

And even crown old Time with flowers. 



Some mount aloft the buoyant swing, 
As the young bird fir»t tries his ^ng ; 
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12 TALES OF THE HAREM. 

With shouts as loud, and mirth as wild, 
As echoed e'er from mountaia child ; 
Some twine the dance's mazy round, 
To music's soft, melodious sound ; 
Others the lute's sweet notes prolong, 
Or warhle some enchanting song, 
That e'en the bulbul on the spray. 
Might envy the soft, thrilling lay ; 
And so some younger maidens thought, 
As they their flowery gajrlanda sought, 
Each pressing to her owxi young breast 
The buds her childhood loved the best ; 
And ereiy spray oi brilliant hue 

Was gathered by the Hindoo slave. 
That in the sunny valUes grew, 

Beside the Ganga's sacred wave ; 
And all those fragrant buds were there 
Her nation's sacred bards declare 
Around bright Cama's bow entwine, 
Or on his ba;rbed arrows shine. 
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THE HAREM. 13 

The Arab 49ought those flowers like gems 
From the mimosa's pendent stems, 
And the young blossoms that delight 
To close by day and bloom by night, 
Sweet as the zephyr's spicy breath ; 
With these she formed her playfiil wreath. 
The young Cashmeerian culled the rose. 
That in her native Eden grows ; 
Dearer to her each shrub, though wild, 
Her hand had gathered when a child. 
Than the proud diamond's rays which shone 
Upon her now resplendent zone ; 
And of those happier hours she thought. 

When, on the fiisst return of springs 
She there the garden's pride had sought, 

Blithe as a bird on sportite wing. 



Thus varied is life's brightest hours, 
And thorns will sp^ng 'xmdst sweetest flowers ; 
c 
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14 ' TALES or THE HAREM. 

While Memory, e'en o'er pleaaare flings 
The deepest shadow of her wings — 
Yet soon they Ade, and brighter ibemAs 
Will mingle with Youth's fidry dreams ; 
And thus, to chase their gloom away, 
Each sang some wild, yet plaintive lay. 



I'HE INDIAN GIRL'S SOKO. 



To our bowers let us haste, 

Ere the momi]:^'s ligbt 
From the garden has chased 

The tears of the night ; 
Let the jasmine fair 

In our wreath be seen, 
And the rosebud be there. 

From her throne of green* 
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THE HARBM. 15 

-For the blossoms, they say, 

Are more holy hy far. 
Plucked beneath the ray 

Of the midnight star / 



II. 

And let those bright flowers, 

When spangled with dew, 
Which hang from our bowers 

Of roseate hue. 
With the champaca sweet, 

To braid our datk hair ; , ' 
While their petftunesall meet, 

And are blended there: 

Per tii€ blossoms, they say. 
Ate more holy by far, 

Plucked beneath the ray 
Of the midnight start 
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16 TALES OF THE HAREM, 

The song was o'er, y.et still ihej sought 
To chase away the denum, Thought, 
And fly his spells for some short hours, 
Revellii^ in music^ mirth,, and. flowers ; 
Yet time with them, though time has wings,. 

They found he could not, would not fly — 
For in the very courts of Kings, 

Lurks the dark fiend. Satiety. 
And, listless all, they soon agree 

To seek a kiosk's still retreat. 
Which o'er Marmora's dark-blue sea 

Hangs its proud towers — ^the wMfe waves beat 
Against its base, and there to sit, 

And gaze upon the waning moon ; 
It seemed as if the sea were lit, 

And coming's beams would come too soon : 
And many a heart wa& there,^ who well 
Could feel that night's enchanting spell. 
Which with soft tears dissolved the eye, 
And sought the bosom's sanctuary* 
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TJI& HAREM. 17 

One owned its power, an Arab maid, 

Who thought how oft, in Kennan's vales, 
Under the date-trees' leafy shade 

She sat, to list her native tales — 
And thus their pensive musing broke : 
" Let us," she cried, " some spell invoke. 
That we may this sweet scene prolong, 
By legend wild or dulcet song; 
For never did the moon's pale ray 
More sweetly on the waters play ; 
And young Mehd Alia, with her lute, 
Which should not at this hour be mute. 
May sing a lay of sweet Cashmeer, 
The long and lingering hours to cheer.*' 



The young Cashmeerian gently bowed, 
Her cheeks with soft emotions glowed, 
When of that Vale her fancy dreamed. 
The &irest, her fond bosom deemed. 
c2 
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]8 TALES OF THE HA&EM. 

O'er which kind Nature still had flung 
Her flowery yeU, or poet sung; . 
She strikes the chords with timid Angers,. 
And on the soft vibration lingers^ 
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THE WITCH OF HIMLAYA. 



THE CASHMEERIAN'S TALE. 



CANTO I. 



Fair was the eve ; the sun's last beam 
Shone gently on the, dark-Uue stream, 
Mingling his tender,, streaks of red 
With the pure rays the pale moon shed. 
Ne'er, save beneath an Eastern sky, 

Is seen so fair* so sweet an hour, 
When Nature's self rests silently, 

In soft rjBpose, om^shrilb and flower ; 
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20 TALES OF THE HAREM. 

Nought broke that lovely stillness, save 
The distant plashing of the wave, 
When the light bark, with dripping oar. 
Darted to reach the distant shore, 
Or music's thrilling notes, that fell 
On the cod bree^, and xvoke a sp^U, 
So heavenly, that the listening ear 
Had thought itobe Pandering spirit near. 



Perchance the sweet sitara's chords 

Were struck by one who felt the pain 
That never oouid be told by word», ' 

But floated siweMly m that! strain.' > -. 
None ever viewed a scene so- fair '^-' - 
As those who haj^y lingk^d tiier^,' > . 
And marked th* horizon's Vivid ^ow. 
The mountain's summit dad in sanCm ; 
And where the broad-leaved plantain «hon^ 
Near the slight palm-ti)ee*« fkn^ike crown, < 
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THE WITCH or HIMLAYA. 21 

The banian's hospitable shade^ 
By reproductive branches made. 
Lending its kindly shelter still, 
From noontide heat or midnight chill ; 
Groves where the feathery cocoa grew. 
Glittering with eve's own lucid dew. 
A thousand birds on. sportive wing, 

Made vocal every.bending spray 
With varied notes they seemed to sing 

Soft vespers to the parting day ; 
The pale moon there her crescent hung;, 
And o'er the waves a splendour flung, 
More mild and lovely than the beam 
The mid-day sun flings on the stream. 



Twas on the eve the Hindoos lave. 
Like sea-bom Rhemba, in the wave ; 
Their solemn rites, and speUs prepare, 
Invoking Beauty's goddess there, 
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22 TALES OF THE .HABEM. 

In many a wild and deep^toned dui^e. 
Resounding o'er the sacred surge. 
There troops of girls, with tresses flowing. 
In youth's first pride of beauty glowing, 
Plunged in the tide, in youthM play, 
Dashing around the river's spray ; 
Their slender, pdished limbs they iav«, 
like Naiads on the lit^uid wave. . 



One, lower do^n the stream, ^retired. 
In richer, costlier garb attir^, 
Her lone devotions diere to pfiy, 
Lit by the moon's auspicious ray ; 
Her flowing veil was thrown aside. 

Unbound her dark and shining hair, 
And, ere she touched the^ silvery tid^, ., 

She cast her votive o&ringi». there. . . 
Those who had seen her well might deeia 
She was the goddess of the stream, : , 
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When first she, from the foamy sea, 
Rose Beauty's own height Deity ! 
One sole attendant, near the shore, 

, A dark*eyed yonthlul Hindoo slave, 
Wrapped in her arms an infant hore, . 

To hathe in Ganga's holy wave ; 
For in the healtk4iestowiKig streaKi, 

Beauty's first germ was said to glow ; 
For this, beneath the moon's pale beam> 

She offered up her lonely row ; 
Yet, ere on thatBtiU, heavenly night, a. 
The votaress had performed eaich rite. 
When gently, by the zephyr's bieath, 
Down the blue stream was home « wreath 
Twining around a vase, and there 
Reposed a lovely babd, nafadt 
As she who owned that mother's care. 

The couch was wafibed by the wave 
Where stood the matron and her slave; 
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24 TALES OF THE HAREM. 

It was as though, on that bright river, 

Fair Maia's son, in all his pride, 
With flower-bound bow and rosy quiver, 
Triumphed once more upon that tide ; 
And so that fair enthusiast deemed, 
That one so young and lovely seemed 
Sent there by some celestial power, 
That she might shield it in her bower. 
** Novara," cried the votaress, " see 
A present from the Deity 
Who haunts this sacred stream, ahd hides 
The spar-wrought caves below the tides !'' 
The young slave to the grassy shore 
Quickly the couch and inftuit bore ; 
And gently at her feet she laid 
On the green turf the sleeping maid 



The matron pressed her own loved child, 
Against her heart, then fondly smiled ; 
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THE WITCH OF HIMLAYA. 25 

And raised her dark and ludd eye 
With rapture to the doudless sky. 
" Hear me, Novara, hear me now, 
While thus I consecrate my vow : — 
Before yon starry host of heaven. 
That she this night the waves have given 
To me, shall ever he as dear, 
As she who fondly nestles here ; 
And may the Deity, whose power 
We invocate this holy hour ; 
May heavenly Rhemba hear my prayer. 
Oh ! may these children be as iair, 
As when she on her letos' throne, 
in dazzling majesty first shone !"' 



The matron o'er the infant hung, 
While to her breast her own babe clung ; 
Marking how sleep its eye-lids closed, 
While it on fn^rant flowers reposed. 
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Novara knelt her down to take 

The babe from where it lay enedirinedy 
When from the vase a coiled snake 

Darted its lei^th, and qoicklj twined 
Aroond the other chemb's breast. 
Its deadly fioigs the reptile prest 
In its life's blood, the vital Stream 
Once sallied, the transparent beam 
No more illumed its death^glazed eyes^ 
But the bent lily droqwi and dies. 
One shriek, one dreadful shriek resounded 
O'er the cahn wayes, their silence wounded. 
So deep, heart-rending was the cry, 
As though each sense of misery 
With life and reason, all were fled, 
And the last quivering pulse was dead ; 
And never yet was seen a sight. 
More sad than that on Rhemba's night ! 
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The lonely Hindoo alave stood tlieie^ 

Like one entranced in mute despair ; 

Well might she donbt the Jeaefol scene 

Aught but a ^srerish dream had been ; 

For she, who in her in&nt bower 

That mom had bloomed the loveliest flower, 

Was that pale lily, now that lay 

To unrelenting death a prey. 

While the wild matron's once quick eye, 

Now listless gazed on vacancy. 

In her was quenched the source of tears, 

To her were dead, both hopes and ^Bars. 

She sat upon the grassy ground. 

Her flowing tresses all unbound, 

And all was lonely, sad, and wild, 

Sare in her couch that lovely child ; 

And nought but her low, feeble cry. 

Disturbed that hour of misery. 
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The evening's sc^mn rites were o'es, 
Those groups had left the Ganga'a i^ore ; 
The moon had ceased the waves to light. 
The scene was changed to gloom and night ; 
Yet hung the mournful Hindoo slav« 
O'er those her vows and prayers would savoj 
Yet vain she there her vigil kept, 
Nature around in silence slept* 



And was that lady all alone. 
Of all her train was there not one ? 
None but that lowly slave to share 
In the enthusaist's wild despair ? 
Yes, in that noble matron's hall 
A hundred slaves obey her call, 
She had not there been left ; but she 
Had made a vow in secrecy 
And lone devotion, thus to lave 
With her loved infant in the wave ; 
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When on its stream pale Chandra's light, 
First shone on Rhemha's festal n^ht — 
For this she with one slare alone 
Had to the river's margin gone, 
Where the stem messenger of fate 
Left her for ever desolate. 

She still sat on the lonely shore, 
like one who in this world no more 
Shall ever feel, or joy or sorrow, 
Shall ever see a hrighter morrow. 
Yet all amid h6r gestores wild, 
Her eye was fixed on her lost child, 
As though there shone one fading beam, 
A link in memory's firensied dream. 

And was that cherub left to die. 

When her frwl bark the shore had won ? 

Would no one hear her plaintive cry, 

Were all. who might have soothed her gone ? 
2d 
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No! there whb one, who hovered near ; 
Like pity, sent to chase the tear 
From sorrow's eye — and soon was prest 
The waye-bome child, to her fond breast ! 

The slave is roused, her trembling eye 
Rests on the stranger mournfully ; 
And in that hurried glance a ray 
Of joy has chased her tears away. 
" Zeneib ! — Novara !'* they exclaim. 
Both hear a loved, a well-known name ; 
And to a sister's bosom now 
Novara prest her aching brow. 

Touch but one link of memor/s chain. 
How soon the heart will beat again, 
Bringing before the mental eye 
The vivid tints of infancy ; 
And hope once more her eye illumes, 
While reason its firm sway resumes. 
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The harrowing tak is quidcly toldr- 
How could she meet her lord's stem eye ? 

Or to his ear the troth unfold 
Of his loved infant's destiny. 

Ah, who shall tell him^-nshe who ever 
Met his fond gaze with pure delight — 

That reason's light shall never — nev^r. 
Illume again her soul's dark night! ' 

The bahe has fffosd a watsry gr^ve» 
Under the river's silent wave. 
They bear the lady to her dome, 

AVhere mom had seen her young and fiur. 
Yet ere night's zenith was that home 

A refuge for her mind's doi|)air. — 
Her cheek is robbed of all its bloom, 
Her eyes are sunk in rayless gloom ; 
And never beam those dark eyes, save 
They rest on her the Oaaga's wave 
On sea-born Rhemba's eve first gave. 
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All — all WHB hid of that sad ni^t 
Save the lost matnm's early b%ht^ 
For none but those young slaves oovld tell, 
How fate's dark withering mission fell. 
On her lord's ear the maddenifig tale 
Fell, like a pestilential gale ; 
That a fieroa serpent fSrom the tide 
Had darted in his gilded pride 
Against his lady's beauteons form, 
And thus produced her bosom's storm. 
And many a wild and bitter tear 
He shed for her he lored so dear ; 
And little did his tocy deem 
His own babe slept beneath the stream. 
The one he cradled on his knee, 

Was not the same that eve they bore, 
In Rhemba's proud festivity. 

In infant-beauty to the shore. 
For no two stars had ever been 

More like, than were those early flowers, 
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No twin-buds ere more like were seen, 
Though plucked in the same fairy bowers. 
The year's quick circle ^ied by 
Unmarked by that sad mother's eye. 
Till on the sacred river's tide 
The echo of ^ same lay died ; 
And glittered there the same pale beam, 
Which once had lured her to the stream ; 
She stole from her attendants' care, 
Whose duty still had watched her there : 
And wandering to the Granga's side. 
Where her own hapless infant died, 
She there a lay so plaintive sang, 
Till echo with the cadence rai^. 
She sat her down beedde the tide, 

It seem'd as though at the same hour 
Her own lost infant there had died. 

Reason again resumed its powef , 
And with it woke sad memory's dream. 
Of her who perished near that stream : 
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' SOUTG. 

Ah, heard ye the i»QjFlbree^ x>jr.spnng ! 
On the bright zef4»7r waft.i^t^ ^ight . ) 
While reyelliog on its hahny wiitg, 
On the cool trembling waters die — 

Twas on that tremUing zephyr's sigh 
Was borne my in&nt's loUaby ! 

Ah, heard ye the sad pensiye moan. 

Of the fond ring«do7e lor her yonng ! 
And in that moumfnl pdaintiTe tone 
. Their lowly dirge that mother sung — 

And in the rmgrdo^e's moumfiil cry 
Was sung my baby's luUdby ! 

Ah, hear ye the sad vulture's note, 
And the dark owlet's flapping wing, 
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On the wild ewami tempest flo«fc, 
When earth and nkj we dackiuiing — 
'Tig in the miteiTe-s hdlow cry 
ResoliadB my Infibt^s Inilaby ! 

No sooner was the sad lay o'er, 
Then plunging from the river's shore, 
She quijckly found a peaeefol gxate 
With her lost darling in iSie ware. 

Within the Rajah's pxiofiely daBpvs, . 

Sorrow akme can fiadrfi-hoiipie ; 

For there no more sh^ ^easurq smUe^ 

Or music the sad hours beguile ; <. 

Nor in its hospitaUe^ hall 

Be spread the splendid festival. 

No longer the cool sheirbet floUs 
Amongst the guests, in ciqis of gold,. 

Nor to the soft sitara^s notes 
Th^ bard recounts the tales of old. 
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The ruddy phim of fur Cashgar, 
With the pomegraiiftte of Tatafa, 
The lusciouB ihiits ci Samarcand, 
The produce of eaefa diBtant land ; 
No longer shall together vie 
In that high lord's festivity. 

The almas' bounding steps no more 
Spring o'er the tess^ted floor ; 
Nor do their beaming eyes illume. 
Tresses which ennflate the plume 
Of the wild raven's jetty* wing. 
Nor are the gold bells tinkling 
Around their ivory ancles bare — 
But all is gloom, and silence there. 

The prince has left his stately towers, 
And leads to war his vassal powers ; 
Those plains, where once liiis lad/s eye 
Oft shone, heard not his bosom's sigh. 
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His home retains not now a spell, 
The Toice is mute he loved so well ; 
He only hears her fnneral dirge, . 
Ring wildly o'er the hallowed surge ; 
like the ravening, tJie vultures' cries, 

In the parched desert o'er their prey ; 
Or helpless traveUer who dies 

Struck by the simoom's scorching ray. 



And soon the yellow scarf was waving; 
The rajpoots' brave and warlike cry, 
The battle's deadliest slaughter braving. 
Leads on to death or victory ! 
And many a year that Rajah staid, 
Far from his lonely oiphan maid. 
Those slaves that in their lady's bower, 
Had watched her in her frenzied hour, 
Tending her footsteps, wayward, wild. 
Were left to guard the lovely child. 
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And one yonng boy, the Rajah's heir, 
With her alone diyide their care. 
Sq beauteous was her infant brow, 

It was as though the maniac's prayer, 
When o'er the wares she made her vow, 

Was doubled on that maiden fair. 



Thus reared in solitude, alone. 
Unmarked this tender lily shone ; 
Save that her youthful couch beside, 
A lofty form would sometimes glide, 
like a nocturnal, fearful sprite. 
In the deep shadowy hours of night. 
For near the maniac's favorite room. 
None ever ventured in the gloom 
Of evening, for the slaves would tell. 
How when its lengthened shadows fell. 
Along the high-roofed corridor. 
Or gleamed upon the marble floor, 
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Their lady's spirit wandered there, 
Till it would melt in viewless air ! 
Yet here, all desolate and wild, 
Was reared the Mphan wave^bome child ; 
Yet in her hours of chUdhood^s play, 
One phantom ever crossed her way. 
Whose flashing eye and towering form. 
Gleamed like a meteor in the storm. 
Who oft at eve her steps would lure 
To some deep solitude, secure 
From the approach of curious eyes ; 
And there such thrilling melodies 
And magic strains her ear would meet. 
So sad, and yet so wildly sweet. 
That the mysterious stranger still. 
Guided her footsteps at her will. 
Nor dread, nor fbar her bosom felt, 
But at that mourner's tears would melt, 
And when she to her heaving breast, 
With all a mother's fondness, prest 
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Her youthful form-r— that raptured eye, 

Spoke a fond mother's extacy. 

Yet Aza ne?er knew her name, 

Nor whence the wandering footsteps came 

Of her, who with such magic skill 

Taught her the lute to touch at will ; 

So powerful was the sacred spell 

That o'er her youthful fancy swayed, 
That fi*om her tongue no accent fell, 

Their secret tie which e'er betrayed. 



Sometimes the stranger in the gloom 
And shadow of the midnight hour, 
Would meet her in the garden s bloom, 

Or in Novara's lonely bower ; 
Who on her youthful mind imprest. 
To hide the secret in her breast. 
For should it e'en be known 'twould ever 
Her fate from her loved minstrel sever. 
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But few of ail that lord's proud train 

In those deserted towers remain, 

To guard the absent Rajah's halls, 

Without the lone Zenana's walls ; 

Or on his princely heir attend, 
To teach his arm the how to bend, 
To wield the falchion, stem the tide. 
Or curb the war-horse in his pride ; 
And fit the youthful Zelindah 
For the fierce toils of sterner war. 
Still would he, when the setting sun 

Was glittering both on stream and flowers, 
And all his manly sports were done. 

Hasten to the Zenana's bowers ; 
And from their sager counsels fly 
To meet young Aza's laughing eye. 



Childhood's sweet hours are like the spring, 
like the young bird upon the wing, 

2e 
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As evanescent and as &ir, 
Its wild pursuits' as varied are ; 
Or the gay fly upon the stream, 
Or the inconstant moonlight's beam. 
Sometimes they through the garden's pride 

Would pluck each garland in their way, 
Or climbing the steep mountain's side. 

Among its various pathways stray. 
Thus the young pair together grew, 

Their pleasures and their cares the same. 
Their hours of childhood quickly flew ; 

To them no voice of sorrow came. — 
But like the young birds ever gay. 
Through the neglected garden play. 
Still the fond boy would gently guide 
Her footsteps, wandering by her side ; 
Climbing with venturous foot the tree, 

To reach the small bird's mossy nest. 
Of its bright eggs a rosary. 

To string about her youthful breast ; 
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Or fasten a small tinklii^ bell, 
Around her slender swift gazelle, 
That they might chase it o'er the lawn, 
Ere that the rosy-footed dawn 
Had brushed the momii^ dew away, 
That glittered on each bending spray. 

Such pure and happy hours as these. 
So bright^ were never made to last ; 

When, drooping, fades the young heart's ease. 
The first, fond, fmj vision's past ! 

For he who formed her infant pride, 

No longer wanders by her side ; 

His sire has sent a lordly train, 

That his fond heart may press again 

One link of love's divided chain. 

His nerveless arm must now prepare 

To wield the massive sword, and share 

In the fierce conflict of the brave, 

His native towers and plains to save ; 
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For War, with all ite deadly train, 
Will e'en the fEurest Eden stain; 
Soon may the Moslem trample there 
The sacred shrines and temples fair : 
And Aza, too, must quit the dome 
That long had formed her childhood's home^ 
And soon in other plains must dwell. 
And bid to these a long farewell I 

How lonesome is the young bird lefl. 
Of it's first loved companion 'reft! 
Those groves where once it's carols light 
Resounded through a summer's night, 
Robbed of it's young and tender mate. 
Are to it*s fond heart desolate. 

'Tis eve ; and Aza wandering roved, 
Amongst the groves which cmce she loved ; 
In vain resounds the tinkling bell 
Of her own lively, young« gazelle ; 
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In vain she tries her once-loved lute — 

It's charm is gone, it's thrill is mute ; 

For he who once had praised the l&j. 

From those high towers is far away ; 

And every shrub, and every tree. 

Awakes some chord of memory. 

Her dark eye still is fringed with tears. 

When on the sighing breeze she hears 

Those sad, mysterious notes, whose swell 

Ever upon her charmed ear fell. 

As though the strains from heaven descended, 

And with her very fkte were blended. 

She hastens to the lonely cell, 

Where she had oft the minstrel met, 
When evening's darkened shadows fell, 

And the sun's lingering beams were set. 



The stranger stood before her now. 
With paler cheek, and sadder brow ; 
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She gazed upou the lonely maid^ 

Her dark eye beamed a sofiter flpell. 
As she^ in faltering aeoe&ta^ said^ 

'' I come to Ind a last farewell I 
Yet, nothing can the firm link sever. 

That binds me to your weal or woe ; 
We part — ^perehanoe 'twill be for ever — 

You now to other valeB must go. 
I ready in that inquiring eye^ 
' What can unite the destiny 
Of youth, withone whose wayward fate 
Seems now so sad and desolate ? ' 
Yet, a far happier day may come^ 
When she who meets yon now in gploom. 
May then the mystery dispel^ 
Which hangs now, like a wizard spell^ 
O'er her sad life.— Farewell !— farewell 1 ^ 
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CANTO II. 



Beneath Himlaya's snow-clad brow, 

Where the dark forest's high tops frown, 
And the loud mountain-torrents flow, 

'Mid hiUs which form its emerald throne — 
Where the fierce eagle built its nest, 

And scarce the elk had deigned to dwell — 
A wanderer chose a bower of rest, 

And fixed^ her lonely moss-grown ceU^ 
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So Stem and wild it's aspect seemed, 

That with the Spirits of the Air, 
Those who e'er sought her dwelling deemed 

She held nocturnal vigils there. 
None knew from whence that stranger came, 
Her clime, her fidth, or e'en her name ; 
And those who saw her lofty form 

Climb the dread steep, or brave the flood, 
Reckless of Winter's angriest storm, 

Called her the Wild Witch of the Wood ; 
For she on that stem height alone 
Would e'er have fixed her mountain throne. 
Yet, never did the traveller stray, 
Benighted on his homeward way, 
O'er the steep mountain's chilly height, 

But still he found a shelter there, 
Where he might pass the gloomy night, 

Secure of rest and homely fare, 
While the recluse from each strange eye 
Concealed herself in mystery. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE WITCH OV filMLATA, 51 

To her the young Cashmeeriaiis eame, 
Drawn thither by that stranger's hme — 
For many a wild yet wondrons tale 
Was of her told through Gashmeer's Vale; 
And her sweet yoice possessed a power 
To lure them to her lonely cell, 
E'en at stern Midnight's dreary hour ; 
For then *twas deemed, by potent spell, 
She would e'en Fate's dark secrets tell. 



And would they some dire foe disarm, 
They sought of her some secret charm, 
Which e'en would in a firmer chain 
Bind a lost lover's heart again. 

Each maiden, ere the bridal hour, 
Claimed at her cell a charmed flower. 
Or sainted amulet, to bind 
In Love's fond links the wandering mind. 
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How powerful is the Mind's deep sway 
O'er lowly nature her wild lay 
And mystic strains, to them still brought 
All that their simple wishes sought ; 
She thus their youthful bosoms chained, 
While in her mountain cave she reigned. 
Which looked o*w Cashmeer's kyvdy vales. 

Its bright cascades, its gashing fountains, 
Its gardens, &nned by purest gales. 

By zephyrs breathed from those high mountains. 
And 'midst those cloud-capt hills of snow, 
Young Spring now shone with varied glow, 
Making that Valley like a gem 
Placed in an Eastern diadem. 
A thousand streams of glittering waters 

Glide through enamelled plains of flowers, 
Yet lovelier far its lovely daughters. 

Concealed in those enchanting bowers ; 
And there was one whose jet-black eye. 

Pure as the chrystal murmuring stream, 
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Unconscious of Love's witchery, 

And tender as his first fond dream. 
Her sire, upon the Valley's side, 

Had placed her lone zenana there, 
Resolved in that retreat to hide 

This lovely hud — his pride, his care ; 
And rear unseen young Aza's charms, 
Far from the din of hostUe arms. — 



Beyond Himlaya's proud ascent, 

Where Ganga winds his sacred way, 
O'er many a tower and hattlement 

The Rajah held a sovereign sway : 
And though a mighty line had shed 

O'er his high race their deeds of fire, 
And his own name hy Fame was spread, 

And stem and ruthless was his ire ; 
Yet, for that dear and lovely one 
He seemed to live and breathe alone. 
/ f2 . 
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In the young maid he oft would trace 
His own lost maniac's pensive iace*^ 
She who had sunk beneath the tide, 
In the full power of beafuty's pride ; 
Though years had ied, from his seared heart 
Her cherished image ne'er could part — 
Still was he plonged in hopeless gloom. 
Save when he ga^ed on Aza's hloom. 



Yet, well he loVed his princely heir. 
Now in Ambition s wild career, 
An only son, his first fond boast, 
The early pride- of one long lost ; 
But he has left the Valley s pride. 
Nor longer roams 'by Aza's side : 
For never was an Eden seen 

That could with Ca«hmeer s Vale compare. 
Amidst whose groves, for ever gi^een. 

How often had he wandered there ! 

\ 
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When the maid's voiee coald soothe bis soul. 

Which scarce had borne his sire's contrd ; 

And never did her youtiiful eye 

Beam with such gladness as when Fame 

Brought to her ear sdme victory 

Joined with her own Zelindab's name, - 

Which, as a meteor seen ate, 

Seemed her own loved and guiding star — 

Yet thoughts of absence caused a sigh, 

A shade of sadness in her eye-^ 

And when her sire her tears would chide, 

Telling her she should be tiie bride 

Of some young warrbr, ** Never, never," 

The maid would cry, ^' these heart-strings sever! — 

For who would leva me half so well 

As my dear sire ? Ah! sure no other 
My every care and fear, dispel, 

Unless it were jb^lj. ofwik lof^ed brother ! " 
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Thus, in these fair aOid happy bowers, 
She scarcely felt the flight of hours ; 
And oft at eve would idly stray 

On the green margin of the lake, 
Watching the mild decline of day. 

When echoes on her ear would break, 
And on the passilig zephyr swell, 
So sweet and wild the sad notes fell, 
That she still deemed some spirit there 
Lurked in the wave, or hung in air — 
Yet never, save by her alone. 
Was heard that sad, mysterious tone ; 
It seemed the voice of years gone by. 
The lovely hours of infancy ; . 
And sounded like a well-known strain 
She feared she ne'er should hear again, 
Of her whose wild lute*s magic thrill 
Had lured her. senses, at her will. 
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But long those didrished hours were fled 
The Moslem had in vengeance led 
The desolaliing sword and fire 
Against the province of her sire ; 
Yet, ere the foe had poured his rage, 

Trampling on shrines and temples fair, 
He sent the darling of 'his age 

To seek a safe retreat — e'en where 
His summer bower was sheltered, far 
From the fierce withering breath o£ war. 
And in that lovely valley still 
Secured her from eadi threatened ill ; — 
Yet she had ne'er that minstrel seen, 
Since she in Cashmere's Vale had been. 
Whose distjemt image oft would gleam 
O'er her sad thoughts, as 'twere a dream. 
Again she hears the mournful strain 
Float on the breese — ^then pause again ; 
So wildly sweet the measure stole, 
It moved to tears her inmost soul. 
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The sun was set, she lingered still, 
Her gaze was fixed on that high hill 
Beneath whose shade her summer bower 
Hung like a wild neglected flower ; 
For there the maid had ceased to stray. 
Since that too well remembered day 
Her brave Zelindah left again 
Those towers, to head bis warrior train. 
It seemed as though her own soft lute, 
So long forsaken, so long mute. 
Were murmuring a melodious lay, 
To hymn the sweet decline of day ; 
That some pure spirit of the fiky. 
Had breathed the wondrous melody ; 
And though eve's latest beams were fled. 
Her youthful bosom felt no dread, 
Resolved the secret spell to trace 
Which ever dwelt round that wild place.- 
With eager haste the bower she sought. 
So long forsaken, when she thought 
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She heard the thriUing notes once more : 
Her trembling hand is on the door^ 
It wakes a chord to memory dear. 
Perchance the spirit wanders near 
Of her, whom time nor absence ever 
Could ^m her youthful bosom sever I 



SONG. 

Oh ! seek ye my lone cell, 'tis on the steep 
mountain, 
Where the fierce eagle soars — ah ! there is my 
pillow ; 
My food the wild berry, my drink the cool fountain. 
And my sad dreams are lulled by the loud 
dashing billow. 

I heed not the peal of the cloud*rending thunder, 
Nor winter's dread storm. as it howls round my 
dwelling ; 
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Though the lightniags flaeh cleave die tall oak 
asunder, 
To me 'tis more calm than my bosom's fierce 
swelling. 

For what to the bosom, borne down with deep 

sorrow, 

Is the elements crash, or the storms wildest rage? 

Where not one ray of- hope can e'er gild a bright 

morrow, ' - 

Nor aught can the heart's bitter ai^guish assuage. 

The maiden shrieked, and cried — '^ Tis she. 

The vision of my in&ncy i" 

She rushed within the bower, and foil. 

At that mysterious stranger'a feet, 
Before whose form, remembered well, 

Her heart almost fbsgot to beat : 
Though years had fled, that vivid eye 
Had not yet lost its brilliancy ; 
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Nor age her lofty form had bent, 
Though time a silvery tint now lent 
To blanch her locks, concealed beneath 
Her flowing veil, and mountain wreath. 



She raised young Aza to her breast, 

And there with mad*ning fervor prest ; 

" Think not," she cried, " though since we mjpt, 

Long years have flown, I could forget 

The only links, which from thy birth 

Could bind ine to this hated earth. 

For thee Fve borne the heaviest doom, 

Wandered in misery and gloom : 

The rocks my pillow, and my head 

Sheltered in some forsaken shed. 

You gaze on this wild care-crazed form, 

Ah ! it has borne the heaviest storm. 

That e'er the tyrant band of power 

Could on unhappy woman shower. 

G 
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Yet I was once like thee — as fair. 
As young in hope as free from care ; 
And there was one I dare not name, 
As proud of heart as high in fame, 
As e'en Zelindah : do not start ! 
Think'st thou I have not read thy heart ? 
Yes, I have wandered near thy bowers, 
Watched round thy most unguarded hours ; 
And when the hero still was high, 
Have I not marked thy bosom's sigh ; 
And seen the mantling bloom which fled, 
When the brave youth to war had sped. 

Oh ! had I known that lore a crime, 
I then had whispered in thine ear. 

Beware of love, beware in time ! 
For still thy guardian friend was near. 
That youth, who with thee still has roved. 
Whom thou from earliest childhood loved, 
He does not own a brother's name, 
But soon a dearer tie maj claim ; 
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By thy pure cheek's bright crimsoned glow, 
I see the secret thou wooldest know : — 
Well then, the mad'aing tale once more, 
Of years gone by^ of hours long fled ; 
Of days this bosom will deplore, 
Till every pulse of life be dead : 

How oft at Cama's shrine I knelt. 
How pure the gifb I offere4 there. 

The barbed shafts how deep I felt, 
I need not at this hour declare. 
Have they not ting'd my lingering years 
With haggard grief, with frantic tears ? 
Too fleeting were the hours I spent. 
Amidst my youth's first fond content ; 
When to my heart a bud or flower, 
Could spread a charm, a magic power, 
Around my paths, for they were given, 
By one who formed my young heart's heaven. 
I loved, and was beloved again. 
But iron-fate soon broke the chain: 
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I dreamed not that' a father's will, 
Would all my fondest yisions chill, 
Or that ambition's stern decree 
Could link the chains of misery. 
Fair was the morning of my life, 

Till the sad hour a father sent, 
A wretched and a loathing wife. 

His once-loved child, to banishment ! 
My doom was fixed from that sad hour. 
Though high the rank, and proud the dower. 
Sent by the prince henceforth to be 
The ruler of my destiny. 
In vain with flowers they wreathed my head^ 

Decked me with gems against my will. 
In me, alas ! e'en hope was dead, 

And memory's stings would rankle still. 
To me the infant buds of spring, 
No source of joy, or hope could bring ; 
And the fresh dewy flower which spread 
Around my path and fragrance shed. 
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Which once had filled my soul with gladaess, 
Served but to add a deeper sadness; 
But when the orb of day was gone, 

And sunk into the western deep, 
Then in deep sditude, alone, 

I dared my wretched fate to weep. 
I envied e'en the peasants* lot, 
Her humble fare and rustic cot, 
Where pure affection might entwine 
A sympathetic heart with mine. 



'< Though round my nuptial couch a train, 

Of humble slaves did still attend ; 
Yet midst that group I sought in vain, 

I could not hope to find a friend. 
For they had thought my splendid lot, 
Bright and unclouded ; and forgot 
How oft each fair and glittering wreath 
Conceit a broken heart beneath, 
o 2 
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Yet, there was one young, slave who well 
The sorrows of my heart could tell — 
With mine her fate^ from childhood blended. 
She on my hours of hope attended. 
And knew that never could my eye^ 
Beam, save with cheerless misery — 
Tis past, those bitter days of sorrow. 
Yet there ensued a sadder morrow. 
Months passed unheeded, save by tears. 

Dark and immutable the storm 
Which hovered o'er my future years. 

And blighted soon my youthful form. 
I fondly hoped no sterner blow 

Could fall on my devoted head ; 
That sorrow's wounds were sure, though slow, 

And soon would shrine me with the dead. 
Where memory could not shed a beam. 
To wake the agonizing dream 
Of hopes long fled ; — that on that pyre 
My woes and wrongs would all expire. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE WITCH OF HIMLAYA. 67 

'Tis not the wretch that misery claims, 
Or broken heart, on whom death aims 
The unerring shaft, the proud, the braye, 
Nought can the destined victims save, 
For I, whom withering grief had chained, 
For deeper sorrows still remained ; 
While the high Lord to whom my sire 
My fate had bound, I saw expire. 
Soon his remains the. Brahmins bore, 
In triumph to the Ganga's shore ; 

There raised the high funereal pile, 
With perfumed woods the flame they fed, 

Where I had hoped with joy to smile, 
And lay me by the unconscious dead, 
To still the auguish of despair ! 
A self-devoted suttee there. 



'* It might not be, for still another 
Grief must be mine ! to be a mother- 
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Perhaps that e'en the hdpless child. 
Ere on its face my fond eyes smiled, 
Might fall a victisi to its fate, 
Leaving me yet more desolate. 
The peasant child is hi^pier far, 
Bom safe beneath an humUer star. 
Than those of that illuatrioos dome 
For which I left my first fond h(Hne. 
Whose haughty chiefs with pride could trace 
Their high descent from Surya's race ; 
Thinking their lineage too divine 
With those of baser rank to join. — 
Thus was each hapless, heljdess, daughter, 

Soon as the vital air she drew, 
Still doomed alike to instmit slaughter ; 

Lest the high stem from whijch she grew 
Should view her, or ignobly wed, 
Or that no nuptial torch should shed. 
Its genial influence o'er -her head. 
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'Twas madness, that the only tie 
By which I clung to earth must die. 
Each deity with ferment prayer, 
I knelt to, in my soul's despair ; 
Had sought dread Seeyah s holy shrine, 
With solemn fasts, and gif%s divine. 
The youthful slave, who knew my fears, 
Moved by my deep heart-rending tears. 
Soothed my wild brain with vows to save 
The infant from a cruel grave : 
She thought the deity could ne'er 
Propitious prove to man's despair ; 
Or that so dread a sacrifice 
Would e'er be grated in his eyes. 
A milder £uth her heart had learned, 
A brighter heaven her hopes discerned ; 
Where prostrate woman's soul might dare, 
With earth's proud lords an Eden share ! 
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Thus Zeneib, in my lonely hall, 

Had by her manners gently kind. 
Sought my lost reason to reeall, 

And tranquillize my frenzied mind ; 
She hid the hour fro^i every eye 

Which gave a daiughter to my sight, 
And saved me from the tyranny 

Of bigot pride, by instant flight; 
For in those towers no fHtying eye 
Save her's had sought my tears to dry. 



'^ My dower, the gems which nuptial pride 
Had decked a hapless, wretched bride, 
Of vast and countless wealth, alone 
Were all I dared to call my own — 
And these must hence^srth be the store 
To shield me on a happier shore. 
The form once decked with Eastern pride 
I now in humblest weeds must hide, 
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And like the bird whose fluttering wing 
The wintry tempest scarce has knoiyn, 

Must bare me to its sharpest sting, 
And brave its darkest, deadliest frown. 

« 
'' The faithful Zeneib by my side, 
My slave no more — ^my friend and guide^ 
I soon resolved eadi storm to brave 
That 1 my lovely child might save : 
Sad fugitives! some den must shield 

Its wretched inmates from their foes ; 
And the wild desert's self must yield 

A refdge from far deeper woes — 
For the hyena had I then 

Thought kinder, and a guest l&ore mild. 
Or the fierce tiger from his den, 

Than those who would have slain my child ! 

*' *Twas in the hour of stilly night 
That we began our venturous flight ; 
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When every form save ours reposed, 
When every eye save ours was closed. 
With noiseless steps we bent our way 

Through the zenana's silent gloom, 
While Sleep held there his poppied sway, 

Still as the inmates of the tomb ; 
Scarcely was heard the midnight air. 
As if the hand of Death were there : 
All round was hushed save our light tread. 
Vibrating on the heart with dread. 
For in each tree and shrub, with awe. 
Some lurking foe our fears still saw — 
Not then, as now — ^this care-worn form 
Has since been hardened by the storm. 

Yet, once beyond the stately door, 
I seemed to breathe a purer air ; 

For in my arms I safely bore 
My helpless babe, my only care. 
Heedless of danger, death, or toil. 
For her I sought the desert soil ! 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE WITCH OF HIMLATA. 73 

How sad and wild I will not say, 

I felt the long and weary waj; 

Or when the tangled woods we dared, 

How oft our steps the coiled snake scared ; 

Where nought beside its gilded brood, 

Haunted that lonely solitude. 

We had not thought that man had there, 

In plenitude of pomp and sway, 
Unsullied by the hand of care, 

Revelled the thoughtless hours away. 

Or in those vales, now pathless found. 

The war-horse once had pawed the ground ; 

Where hung the dew-drops on the stems, 

Had sparkled there far brighter gems. 

And where the thorn now flung her spray. 

Where the proud column prostrate lay. 

The splendour of the eye had glanced. 

And slender, graceful feet once danced ; 

That in that waste, so wild and still, 

The Syren s voice with magic thrill. 

Had calmed the tyrant to her will ! 

H ^ 
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The ruin'd palace there had left, 
All that was sad and desolate ; 
Of all its grandeur now bereft, 

And crushed bj the stem hand of Fate, 
Where were its thousand slaves to t^U, 
How its proud towers in ruins fell ? — 
Yet did it seem an Eden blest, 
For there I found a place of rest ! 

'' From the poor peasants, Zeneib gained 
The humble food our lives sustained ; 
And soon my heart began to know. 
How much we to the lowly owe. 
That those who once had been my scorn> 
As strong of arm and heart are bom. 
As the proud lord who thinks that he 
Is nearer to the Deity. 

'< By Zeneib*s care we found a guide. 
Who might her anxious chsix^ divide ; 
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Though Strange in garb, and mountain bred, 
Yet skilled in the Yude life he led: 
Each rugged pass and jungle wild. 
To him familiar when a child. 
Were traced with ease ; and when at night 
The tigers filled our hearts with fright, 
He kindled fires our toea to scare, 
And watched our short repose with care ! 
For love had in the desert drear 
Conquered the rugged mountaineer, 
Who had not 'scaped the witchery 
Of Zeneib's daric and sparkling eye. 
Oh ! gentle love, that has the power, 
£*en of the desert wild, a bower 
1*0 form, and a sofib couch to spread 
Beneath a rude and roofless shed ! 



'' I see," the stranger cried, '' thine eye 
Beams with thy bosom's sympathy. 
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I tlm hftd ipued dai aoRoving tnr ; 
B«t itin m weny tek ramined. 
Eve tfiikodeof peaee wm gained. 
We Mv hid leadied die Ganga's dde; 
Hov Hf^ we croBB die xmr's tide, 
W¥aae vide aad n^ lanrent lay, 
T» cba^ V IB oar toOBome way ? 
Baw lad I auk in aad deqiair, 
W«ai «* wiik mSaaj aad care, 
HhI aat ay farm's feeble cry 

Fir ear liaii la|ad4Qr dme a dome 
W« jiiiBnd «aai. my fiiry home, 
^ad aaiK wk dia wadtararlB prayer 
Or^iapof TawM^^Miri diere. 






i 
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« 

Rade skins he soDghty and these were bound 
(Well filled with air) our fomui around. 
Whose buoyant foiee might bear us o'er 
The dark blue stream^ to gain the shorai. 



'' 'Twas the same ware whose dashing spiray 
So oft had formed my youtiiful play. 
With Hindoo maids, at Eve's sweet hoar, 
Our prize the lotos' rosy flower. 
Yet, why recall joys fled for ever. 

Except in Memory's soothing cbaitn ? 
Hope that is dead, ah! never, never, 

Can it Despair's cold bosomjwrarmi 
My faithful Zeo^b hid her fears. 
Checking the wann^ unbidden teaosi. 
To see me, like the lowliest slave. 
Condemned to tempt the treacherous, wave. 



H 2' 
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'' In a broad vase our guide had made 
A couch, in which my babe was laid. 
While steering the light bark, an isle 
Allured him there to rest awhile ; 
Which up the stream, with verdure driven, 
Had from its parent shore been riven, 
And formed a bower so bright and fiear. 

That the young syrens of the deep, 
'Midst clustering buds, might nestle there. 

Beneath the noontide sun to sleep : 
Yet, woe to those who tempt the guile 
Of the sea nymphs' bewitching smile ! 
For scarce the guide his charge had laid 
Under the cocoa's feathery shade, 
When from its root a serpent darted, 
So lately from the green shore parted — 
Who can describe a mother's awe. 
When I the venomed reptile saw 
With coiled folds insidious glide 
Where slept my babe ?t— the afi^hted guide 
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Let go his hold — -J saw no more — 
My Gvexj pulse of Ufb seemed dead — 

They bore me to the distant shore, 

like one whose last, long sigh had fled ! " 



The stranger paused : her sad eye fell 

On Aza's cheek, so deadly pale. 
Like one who hears the passing knell 
Of all most dear borne on the gale. 
She seized the lute, whose dulcet thrill 
Might the maid's trembling bosom still ; 
As died in melting strains the lay 
The glittering tear-drops passed away. — 
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SONG. 

I. 

Ah ! there floated a Spirit the dark waves beneath, 
Who guarded the couch where my cherub re* 
clined; 
She had come from her spar-grot to seek a fair 
wreath 
Of bright lotus' buds, her fair tresses to bind. 

II. 

A trophy of flofwers her soft hand divided, 

Whose roseate tints with the white spray were 
blended ; 
And as down the clear stream it triumphantly 
glided, 
She around the frail bark their sweet buds 
suspended. 
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III. 

Even he, the young god of the flower-bound 
quiver, 
Had he Been thus usurped his own rosy throne. 
So lovely the couch, as twas borne down the 
river, 
On his light rainbow wings to its rescue had 
flown. 

The lay was o*er, the minstrel gone, 
And the young maiden left' alone ! 
She gazed upon the sofit-tcmed lute— 
Her heart was cold — ^it's strains were mute. 
Who was that sad, mysterious one, 
Whose every glance, whose every tone. 
Sunk on her soul ? Ah ! ndiat the tie 
That seemed to link their destiny? 
Where she had heard the harrowing tale 
Which changed her bloom to deadliest pale, 
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She Still sat there in anxious thought, 
When her young slaves her presence sought, 
For what could now her footsteps stay 
Beyond the soft decline of day ? 
Why did she veil her dark black eye, 
Or why was heard her bosom's sigh ? 
She, who was lightest of the throng, 
First in the dance, the tale, the song ? 
The stranger had unveiled her eyes. 
And other hopes and other ties 
Pressed wildly on her trembling soul — 
She could not the quick throb control ; 
And ne'er had Aza sought till now 

In deep sedusion to conceal 
Her conscious eye — her cheek's deep glow 

She dared not to herself reveaL 
Then silently she sought the bower 

Where she unheard, unseen might weep — 
For ne'er till then had aught the power 

From her soft couch to banish skq>. 
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CONCLUSION. 



TwAS eve ; and sweetly o'er the Vale, 

The lovely garden of Cashmeery 
The moon was shining bright and pale, 

Reflected in its waters dear. 
A thousand pure cascades were flowing, 
And many a stream like diamonds g^wing ; 
Across the lake the tight bark shot, 
To seek some loved and favonred spot. 
Where lingered the expectant maid, 
And for her tardy lover staid ; 
For well the youthful heart can tell 
How pure and holy is the spell 
Shed by the ray of the moonlight beam 
On the bud, or the flower, or mottntain stream ; 
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And never snmmer shone more bright 
Than on that pure and lovely night — 
Nor yet more fragrant breathed the gales. 
Borne by the zephyrs o'er the vales — . 
Nor did the pale moon ever throw 
On the still lake a sojRter glow — 
Yet all unconscious of the sc^ae 
Strayed Aza on its margin green ; 
She now must from her bosom tear 
One who too long had lingered there. 
Oh ! why did that sad stranger tell, 
Her young heart, like a withering spell — 
^' He on whose arm thou oft hast leant. 
Beneath whose gaze thy dark eyes bent, 
Does not a brother^s fondness claim, 
But yet may own a dearer name ?" 



Ah ! had she never known that he. 
Her first, her £>nd idolatry, 
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No longer by that sacred tie 
Was linked to her own destiny, 
She ne'er had felt the deathlike chill 
Creep through her veins, her bosom thrill 
With hope destroyed, when the sad knell 
On her young heart like lightning fell — 
And twas her sire who aimed the blow 
To shade her future years with woe. 
And must she be the hapless bride 

Of one whom she has never known ? — 
From all she loves on earth divide^ 

Where her first cherished hopes had grown ? 
Dearer to her fond bosom ever 
Will be those scenes, which never — never 
Can be e£EEu;ed from her sad heart. 
Till life, and love, and memory part. 
As easy to forbid the sea 

Its wild, impetuous waves to fling, 
As to blot out from Memory 

Its tender first imagining* 
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How dared she to her sire confesi — 
The child his wishes still woald Uess, 
She whom he clasped to his fond bos<miy 
All drooping like a broken blossom, 
Though bright its tints when mam begun^ 
May fade before the setting sun» 



Yet she had fondly hoped that he^ 

Companion of her infuicy. 

Ere the aU-dreaded hour should come. 

Might reach once more his parent home. 

And e'en the minstrel's thrilling lute 

To her expectant ear is mute; 

Did she not say, h^r watchful eye 

In weal or woe should stiU be nigh ? 

Yet now she seems by all forsaken, 

Like the seared bough the wind has shaken ; 

And never did her bosom deem 

Till now, her hopes wefe all a dream. 
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Under Himlaya*8 beetitng 1»ow 

A wiM recluse was said to dwell, 
And there 7001% Asa seeks to know, 

E'en at that steep and awful cdl, 
How might those ilia averted be 
AVhich now hupg o'er her destiny ; 
For often had she heard the tale, 
How the young peasants of the Vale 
Would chmb the steep and rogged height, 
To hear her plainthe notes «t night; 
And neyer was her deep cave songiit, 
But thenee sone wondroos speli was brought. 
Of mountain buds, whose magie power, 
Plucked at the silent midnight hour. 
If twined around die farows at night. 
Would give such visions of delig^, 
That the bright spefl-wronght cham would be 
A dream of fond reality! 
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Young Aza has won the mystic wreath 
With perfumes charged by the zephyr's breath, 
And on her sleepless couch has laid, 
The yivid hues of the midnight braid-— 
And she has dreamed by its loyely spell 
The visions her fancy loves so well. 



Now the dhauk's loud notes are heard around, 

And on the distant echoes sound ; 

The feaat is spread, and the guests invited. 

But the maiden's fondest hopes are blighted — 

She who now in her bower should be, 

Amidst the toilet's mystery, 

The finger's tapering ends to dye, 

A deeper tint to lend her eye, 

To deck with gems her glossy hair, 

And the light nuptial veil prepare — 

'Tis needless ; for young Aza's eye 

Is deeper Aan the raven's dye, 
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Nor can its lash of ebon hae 

The fawtre of ihat eye subdiie ; 

like clustering dates on paim-tvees glowing, 

Her tresses o'er btsr Ibm aare flevriag^^ 

Nor gem^ nor flower, those tresses braiding. 

But a light veil her taU farm sfaadittg. 



Slaves ace luiw tliHMigfa the gaiden seen- 
Thej seek their lofely Bridal Queem: 
They wait her in the nuptial hovmr — 
Her sire prepares the statdeniB doiner. 



She now is in the splondid haU*-- 
On vacancy her glaooes &U; 
The bridegroom there aw^uts his bride^ 
And he is by young Aza's side^ 
Has whispered sofUy in her «u>— 
''Aza! thine iywaZeliiiclab's near i'' 
I 2 
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Who can the wild emotions tell 

Which glided through her trembling frame ?« 
Her dark eye on the loved youth fell 

When her ear caught the treasured name. 

And near her sire the minstrel now 
Stands with a brighter, happier brow — 
For in that mourner's altered form, 
Crushed by the weight of Fate's fierce storm^ 
In her now care-worn, faded face 
The Riyah doth a sister trace — 
Nor longer desolate and wild 

In mystery she wanders there — 
She now has claimed her wave-borne child. 

Sheltered beneath a brother's care. 
And once more to her trembling breast 
Her own pure, lovely blossom's prest ! 

-& . ■ 

Nor has that sire a daughter lost — 
She still is his fond pride and boast ; 
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For is she not Zelindah's bride ? 
And when she wanders by his side^ 
He still will bind her laughing brow 
With buds which on the mountain grow ! 
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'Tis night once more, and from their bowers 
The Harem's youthfbl inmates come^ 

Nor veO their charms — ^but like night's flowers, 
Shed a still brighter, lovelier bloom. 

For while tho son shone on the stream. 
And flowers all bent and fiuling lay. 

Making their salaams to the beam 
Of the eternal God of Day. 

Each one within her Uitdced bower 

Had slept away the sultry hour. 

Now, Uke the floweret when the dew 

Revives its drooping fiided hue. 
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Yet fairer seems each youthful hrow, 
Each cheek reflects a brighter glow. 
And all around is soon in motion, 
light as the silvery spray of ocean. 
While through each marble pillar'd hall 
Mirth hails once more night's festival. 
Yet neither can the perfumed spray, 
Of the cool murmuring fountains' pUiy, 
Nor the light dance their steps invite 
To linger there i^t lovely night. 



But, fleet as the young wild giuseUe 

Flies bounding o*er the flowery headi. 
They seek the kiosk's lonely e^ll. 

Where ocean billows glide beneath. 
And there once mm^ liw tale, the songy 
Must cheer the night's stiil houn along 
Till the bright dusteriag Pleiads lave 
Their lustre in the foamy ware. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE HAREM. 96 

The moon once mora upon the eea^ 
Glows with her wonted majesty ; 
And with her mild, yet brilliant light, 
Hails the approach of pensive night : 
For when her beams o'er hill and plain 

Shine through an Eastern summer Ajy 
Who would e'er sigh for day again, 

When night can yield such witchery ? 
And, where the mountain's shadow flings 

O'er sea and shore its lovely gloom. 
And the light zephyrs on their wings 

Come laden with the gul's perfume. 
While vivid fancy lends the rein 
To link the soft enchanting chain, 
Till all the distant landscape seems 
Bright as e'er shone in Poet's dreams. 

The young Cashmerian, whose wild lay 
Last eve had lured night *s hours away, 
'Till the dawn 8 star proclaimed the day, 
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The silence broke : — " Look there," she cried, 
^ On the high mountain's shadowy side, 
Amidst the gloom one well might deem 
Some giant strides the mountain stream ; 
See his tall form and turbaned brow 
Wreathed with the wild crag's driflted snow." 



'^ And his plume's shadow in the ware," 
Gukara said — an Afghan slave. 
'' Perchance e'en now in those wild dells 
The Fairies weave their flowery spells, 
Dancing beneath the moon s pale ray, 
Till chased by the first star of day ; 
And all our wandering shauger's tell, 

That midst our wilds and deserts rude 
The Spirits of the Waste still dwell, 

Hid in each dreary solitude. — 
And ever in the coming storm, 
Is seen a fierce gigantic form ; 
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And if at midnight's gloomy hour 

A hapless wanderer falls heneath 
That wild Goule»s dread malignant power, 
. On the lone dreary trackless heath, 
He never shall behold the ray 
Of mom illume his homeward way, 
And as to-night my late*s rude strain 
Must still your wandering fancies chain, 
'Till the first paly star of dawn 
Shall to our cells our footsteps warn ; 
The lay I choose, 'though strange and wild, 
I oft have heard when yet a child/' — 
Her fingers sweep the trembling notes 
'TiU on the breeze their echo floats. 
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THE TALE OF THE AFGHAiJ SLAVE. 



The night was dtok, bud ihiuMhes roared, 

. Across a wild and trackiesr ^lain ; 

The moontain streams in torr^ts poured, 

As though they de^er WO^^«it again: 

Nought could the hd¥iM glooBi> dispel, 

Save where the vivid lightning M, 

On a lone warrior and his steed/ 

Urging its flight with hi^athless speed. 

And wen might he its swiftness try. 

To reach some sheltering slinetuary; 
k2 
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F^r'the dread flashj one moment seemed 
A Hying sheet of fire ; then gleamed 
From helm to falchion^ by his side, 
QnelMng with fear his horse's pride. 



Thoogh dauntless that young Knight might be. 

The terrors of that hour of gloom 
Had wakened dreams of fantasy. 

Of the lone tenants of the tomb, 
"^ Who on that UsBted. heath might i^^y^ 
To lure the traveller on; his^ wi^. 
And oft where glared the lightning's flash. 

Amidst the howling of . the storm, :^ ,f 
And the de^ thuAdet's eehoiag. crash. 

His fiincy s«w some hideous form ; 
Nor could the firtnness of :1m Bqxd^ 
That wild delusive iw:. em^; 
For of that tracUes^ -waste was. told; 
How the dark Spirit of the wold> 
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Would lure the haf^esa wretch who fell. 
Beneath its dread malignant spell ; 
Through pathless wilds and raviAeis dire. 
To swamps where lurked the treacherous fire. 
Whose quivering, fs^, delusive beam. 
There vanished,: like a fleeting dream; . 
Or vice with evanescent joys. 
Tempting the victim it destroys. 



The Knight all shuddering feltius steed 
Had slaqkened.in. his wonted c^peed ; 
And though he urged both tightened rein 
And barbed spur, 'twas all in vain : 
'' What now, mj gallant Barb," he jcried, 

*' Wouldst thou fbrsakeme in my' need? 
Where now has fled thy wonted pride. 

Or is thy Im^iless £ite decreed l" 
Then quickly vaultlag-froin his seat. 
His steed sank lifeless at his feet. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



104 'c'alxs or the harsm; 

'' Ho I my braTe Baib, end must I mam . 
Thy swifbiesB and thy aid ^ego ; 
To leave thee In thte d^iNirt placey 
The noblest of thy inannied raee, 
Thus lone, mglorioiuily to die, 
Beneath thki wild inclement sky ; I> • 
Had I bnt in the warlike Any, 

Have seen thee yieki thy gallant breath. 
Not thus, the ravening vulture's prey. 

On this inhospitable heath — 
Perchance thy lord himself must bow, 
To the same shaft that lays thee low I'' . 



He stifled in his'lnreast the aif^h^ 

And bmshed the tear*didp from has eye : 

Turning him from the piteous sig^t; 

To tempt the honors of the night ; 

He wrapped his warnoloak round his ft>nn> 

Nor heeded the wild pelting, storm ; 
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Which like a weiuried.iBfaiil's.cry^ 
Seemed hushed withita own. lullaby, 
Yet with its murmuring sc^: would stiU 
Reverberate o'er pkiiii and. hill. 



The scene is chonged-^-anld boW ^ain 

Her crescent'liglxt -^ ix]f66n displays ; 
And many a star is in her train. 

Lending their mild and gentle rays ; - 
That the brave chieJP^most might deem^- 
The past a false and feverish dream, 
Did not his dripping war-plumes tell 
How wild and fierce' the toitent fell ; 
And his poor steed who lifeless lay, 
All powerless on the drifted way. 
For on the breeze, a distant strain 
Is borne amidst the wind's low plain. 
And soon within his breast once more. 
Fond Hope resuAies her soothing power. 
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Onward he speeds, Toseked to see 
Whence came that thrilfing tninstrelsy. 
For well he knew no moirtal tmigae 
The wild melodious meaiMre song. 



'Twas said that in tha^ dei^art drear 

There laya deep aqd wei^^i^nis cave^ 
Impenious to the slayes ^f , . fe^r» 

But ever open to Ijbe hraye; 
And oft the Sbaugei:Vi talQ Ml told 
Of woods, and lawns, and towers of gold. 
And richest harmonies, whosjB swell 
Upon the listenio^ wand^re^r fell ; : 
And the wild legend said, that there 

Was hidden a sword of wondrous power, 
Beneath a fierce enchanter's cfure, . 

Till at stem midnight's solemn hour, 
Some warrior luvght» ho^h pure and brave, 
Should seek the windings of the cave ; . 
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That if with firm yictoriou^ hand^ 
He won the all^ubdoing brand, ,, ,. ^y 

Then by its power JU^fqepaen,, still,,. „ j , .^ 
Must yield obedie^e.tQ^Jiift.wiU. - . . 

For this the Knight had kift his home^^ 

Through these long dreary wastes to roam : 

And never chief pf A%ban rac& 

Had soul more firm — his manly fepe ., ^ 

With toil embrowned bespoke how welJ(, ^ 

His nervous arm a foe could quell; 

And never to a purer breas]^- ....,' 

Was sainted amulet e'er prest* 

'.' '•'• •. ''■ '■ ^ ': it',': ■ 

O'er the unbrol^en^ slippery fiod 

Onward tis weary footsteps trod ; 

Stained was his war-^clpak with thp soil, 

His strength almost o*ercome with toil. 

When his 4ark eye witl) rapture, fell . 

Where, in a deep and lonely dcill| 
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A distant light its radiance shed 

On a low murmuring streamlet's bed; 

And never weary pilgrim found 

The long-sought shrine on^Munted groidid ^ 

With joy more pure than that which now 

Dispelled the gloom fifom Sel&nVi hrow, ' 

For such a stream was said to lave 

The margin of that m3rBtic cave, ' 

And such the meteor-light wHiph threw ' 

O'er the cool stream its silvery hue1 

Still guided by the flickering beam ^ ' '^ ^ 

He followed close beside the st'reain, 

Which from the mountain's lofty height 
Onward had urged its rapid flight, ' ' " 
To where the echoing bubbles died 
Beneath the rugged mountain's side. 

Tliere he the long-sought cavern found, 
Whose deep and fearful entrance wounid 
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Through the finn lock, where never day 
Lent to its gloom one genial ray. 



Selim was brave, and yet a thrill 
Of horror gave a deadly chill 
To his firm heart, till once, again 
He heard that soft and lovely strain — 
It was the same enchanting lay 
That lured him on his cheerless way, 
And, like the echoes of a lute, 

Had floated on the wind's low sigh, 
Till e'en the angry storm was mute. 

Hushed by its plamtive melody ; 
And now in accents sweet and clear 
It fell upon his wondering ear.— 
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SONG OF THE SPIRITS OF THE CAVE. 



Now speed ye, Sir Knight, for none save the 

brave 
£'er pierced the deep windings of Gulistan's cave ; 
And few are the bold, favoured mortals for whom 
We dispel the deep horrors that lurk in its gloom. — 
Then onward with courage, for thou hast a charm 
That hangs on thy bosom, each spell to disarm ! 

II. 

Then onward, Sir Knight, and pursue the pure 

stream, 
While its wave yet reflects the pale meteor's 

beam. 
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J^^or fllacken thy speed, for, if once in gloom 
Its raj should he quenched, oh I heware of thy 
doom ! — 
* Then onward with courage, for thou hast a charm 
Which hangs on thy hosom, each spell to disarm ! 



III. 

And there glides a pure streamlet through Gulis- 

tan's bowers, 
Soft murmurii^ o'er yallicB enamelled witii 

flowers. 
Where the Syrens are waiting, thy steps to invite 
To their bright coral cares — ^but, beware them. 

Sir Knightl— 
Then onward with courage> for thou hast a charm 
That hangs on thy bosom each spell to disarm ! 
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IV. 

And beware ye of trustiBg^^ their blae eyes' eofi 

wile, 
Or the soul-witching pleasure that beams in their 

smile; 
Nor heed the sweet murmur which thrills in their 

lay- 
Those accents of sweetness are meant to betray ! — 
Then onward with courage, for thou hast a charm 
That hangs <m thy bosom, each speU to disarm ! 



The strain has ceased — and now a my 
Of light illumes his <toward way ; 
Yet still beneath his plaited vest 
The talisman he firmly prest, 
For on it was engraved a spell 
Whose import few on earth could tell, 
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By whose mysterious, forcefiil aid 
He now must win the warrior blade. 



With hopes renewed^ and toil forgot. 
He threads the windings of the grot ; 
Led by the guardian light along. 
Or cheered once more b^ the Syren's song. 
Beneath the high^-arched roo& where hung 

In many a wreath fair gtitteriag spars, 
Which all around their splendour flung, 

Dke heaven's bright canopy of stars. 
. Through many a winding path he sped 
Regardless where those windings led, 
Till from the rock a rushing stream 

Of dark blue eddying waters flowed, 
On whose wild foam the dazzlii^ beam 

With fieust-increasing splendour glowed ; 
And there upon the foamy spray 
Was moored a bark, with flowerets gay 
L 2 
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Wreathed round its helm, while fldatiiig there 

Were seen the SjHidts of the Stretun ; 
Nor ever had there au^ht more fair 

ShiMie on a raptured poet's dream — 
For rosy healdi and beauty shone • 
Bright as the -gems that decked eaoh zone ; . 
Their floating hair was hy ahraid 

Of wild sea-weeds and peark confined^ 
'Midst which the wanton z&phjTB played. 

While round their snowy arms were twined 
The clustering coral s ruby hue-r-> 
Nor water-lilies were more blue 
Than were those languid eyes that fell 
On his charmed vision like a spell ; — 
Theirs was the sofit and knnely lay 
That first had lured him on his way ; 
And as their lutes' soft chords they swept^ 

A thousand echoes there awoke, * 
Which long in those lone caves had slept, 

For nought their dombering dreuns e'er broke, 
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Save when a favonred mortal sought 
The windings of that wondrons gvot. 



Soon in their bark the weary Kni^t 
Is wafted o'er the sparkMng tid»; 

Reflecting hack each sparry light 
That hung upon the cavern's side — 

While still the maidens sang the lay : 



'* On, on, Sir Knight! — away ! away ! — 
Soon you will reach the bowers of light. 
Fairer than ever met thy sight ; 
For what has nught the world to shew 
like those that in our vaUies glow ? 
Yet let not Beauty's glancing eyes 

Allure thee tow'rds their iairy bowers — 
Nor heed the Syrens' witcheries 

To twine thee in their hooda of flowers ; 
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For thou woukUit find them hard to breaks 
Firmer than adamantine chain. — 

Then up, Sir Knight ! — awake ! awake ! 
Wouldst thou the conquering sword obtain- 

And with the hidden magic blade 

Win fiur Gullee, thy dark-eyed maid ! " 



Selim aroused him from his dream, 
For the low murmuring of the stream 
As the light current glided by, 

Amidst a silence so profound. 
With their soil, plaintive melody, 

like in&ncy his senses bound ; 
Yet from his bosom rushed the glow 
That quickly tinged his manly brow. 
When on his ear in music fell 
The name of her he loved so well — 
For whom he lefit his princely home, 
Through danger's wildest paths to roam. 
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What though that nuaden's eye reveaied 

The truth her faltering tongue concealed--^ 

Still danger threatened to divide 

The warrior from his hlooming bride ^ ' 

For 'twas her royal sire's decree, ^ 

Each noble champion should be fVee 

By arms to win this bloomii^ flower. 

And bear her from her virgin bower : 

And many a rival chiefbdn strove 

To gain the youthful Gullee's love: 

Yet Selim's turtle-dove was prest 

To her young heart, a wekbme gae8t> 

And fondly nestled on her breast : 

And when she in- his h^m had seen 

Her favoured hue, Ae forest greeny 

Twined with the snowy myrtle flowers 

Which ever bloom in young Love's bowers, 

Did not her conscious veiled eye 

Receive his homage with a sigh ? 
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Now hid beneath her fire's high dome, 
She paQt9 for freedom, like the child 

Restrained within its parent home 

From wandering through the flowery wild, 

Or trackless heath, to follow still 

The wayward fancies of its will* 



On Selim's ear that one lored name 
Was life and hope, a spur to'fieune ; 
It woke his every pulse to fly. 
And urged him on to victory. 
And now once more he to his breast 
His sainted amulet has pressed — 
Feels hope renewed, for still the lay 
Was, " On, Sir Knight ! — ^away ! away ! 
Then on I — ^for ere the dawn has shed 

Her liquid fragrance o'er the plain. 
Or night before her steps has fled. 

Thou must bestride thy steed again." 
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They now tiie illnmined cay^m left, 
And issomg horn, a low arched clefts 
Bright was the scene that met his eyes ; 

The pure white streamlet sparkling there, 
'Midst vallies of a thousand dyes, 

And turrets lost in dewy air. 
And the light bark has won the shore — 
His lorely guides' soft lay is o'er, 
With '* On, Sir Knight 1 our task is d<«e, 
Be truB, and then the 0word is won!" 



Now Selim stands aU lonely there^ 
While scarce a zephyr fana the air ; 
The silent night-breeze steals along, 
Wafting die bulburs plaintive song ; 
To his loved rose, whose balmy breath, 
Perftimes the air from many a wreath ; 
For night her dewy mantle still 
Flings o'er the gtove, the vale,, the hill ; 
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And Still the moon «pith chastened heams, 
On tower, on shrub, and streamlet gleaoas. 
No time has Selim's eye to roam 
On scene so Mr, to that bright dome 
Where lies the magic blade, he now 
Must hasten ere the moon's pale glow 
Has sunk behind the mountain's brow. 

So witching was the scene, that well 

He might have thought it some wild spell — 

One of those lovely legends told. 

Of turrets and of domes of gold : 

For such were those which rose in view. 

Towering amidst fair diamond streamisr. 
Reflecting rays of every hue. 

Lit by the moon's pale flickering beams. 
While groups of maidens dance around, 
To the lute's soft enchanting sound ; 
Whose wild and thrilling echoes die 
On the light zephyr's passing sigh. 
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Heedle8s of all, hrave^Selim trod» 

W^h liaaty Bteps the flowerj sod ; 

.And now. to meet hi«i oa hkk .wfty, . 

ilir^ouog and graceful wood-nyiaphflie^, 

With blushing cheek, and laaghing eyea ; 

She gteets him with a gentle lay : 

** Oh ! stay with me," the syren song, 

*' Oh, at^y^ Sir J^night !" her soft lay rang t— 



THE SYREN'S SONG. 

CoMK ! fly with me to my fairy cell, 

And with Aummer floweoi Til hind, yonr brows ; 
And shew you where the seanspintsdwall^ 

And where the .roseate coral giowBif 
All hidden beneatb^b^. oeea&'a wares, 
In amber grots, and coral caves. 

M 
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And there you a fairer bride will find, 
Than the dark-eyed maid you left behind. 
For how can the daughters of earth compare, 
With the matchless forms of the sea and 



Thenrcome with me. to the wild seashKMre, 
I 'U bring you to where the ruby glows, 

And where hes hidden the golden ore, 

O W which the murmuring streamlet flows ; 

Then fly with me to our bowers of light. 

Where the cheek is mcHre fair, and the eye more 
bright. 

And there you a fairer bride will find 
Than the dark-eyed maid yon left behutd, 
For how can the daughters of euth compare. 
With the matchless forms of the sea and 
air! 
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And well has that young warrior need 
Of her soft blandishments to heed; 
For who might 'scape the witching spell, 
Where that Uue eye's sofi: lustre fell ! 
And Selim had not borne its ray, 

Such was that young enchantress* power ; 
His heart had owned her forceAil sway, 

And followed to her &iry bower. 
Had not a lore as pure and true 
As eyer mortal bosom knew. 
Shielded him from lier dimpled smiles. 
And saved him firom her syren wiles. — 
In rain she twines him round with flowers, 
Of every hue, from her iairy bowers. 
He feels the danger of delay ; 
With one wild struggle bursts away, 
Breaking the flowery wreaths that round 
His form that blue-eyed girl had wound. 
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And quickly inmhifig o'er the plaili^ 

Nought can his eagperhsuite reitndn. 

But hke an arrow in its fii^ht^ 

He soon has gained the tower' of 1^^ 

And as the Knight the portel wem. 

Hoping his weary task was done, 

O'er that bright k>ye]y scene was spread^ 

A hoYeringy deep, portentous gfoom, 
While with loud shri^s the Syr«Bs iled^ 

As if Fate's universal doom 
Had met them in thieir ^BStiv^ hoar. 
And crushed them with his ruthless power. 
Pausing he stood, thengli dauntless, tftifi 
His bosom felt a secret chill ; 
For as the vivid lightnings gtofuned 
Amidst the darkness, still there seemed 
To lurk dread forms within the way 
Through which his further footsteps lay» 
And from each avenue around^ 
With wild and threatening gestures frowned. 
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Yet onward still his way he gained, 

Through halls where gloom and silence reigned ; 

Till one more spacious met his sight, 

And guarded by an armed knight. 

Dark were the sable plumes which threw 

O'er his fierce brow their ebon hue. 

And his high towering form well told, 

Of pondrous limbs of giant mould ; 

And woe befall the luckless wight, 

Who quaUs beneath that warrior's might. 

For that dark brow and flushing eye, 

Tell not of deeds of clemency. 



Yet Selim's heart has nought to fear — 
No blue-eyed Syrens meet his eye ; . 

No soul subduing minstrels near. 
To tempt htm by their witchery. 

For 'tis not danger's rugged ways^ 

Nor warrior's frown, the heart betrays, 
m2 
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like the soft glance of Wonuia's dye. 
Or the low murmur of her sigh^ .' 
And he has every spell withstodd^ 
And ereij lurkmg snare subdued ; 
For as the withering gloom of bigh^ 
Is quickly chased by morning V lights 
So did the issuing beam which ieU. 
Upon his path each doubt dispeL. 
For more than mid-day spAendour t\m^ 

The proud magnificence disfrfayed ; 
The fretted ro<^ and portals fair^ 

With gdd and precious ge«i9 ii]iaii{» 
While on a glittering altar shone^ 
The blade which he must call hk own^ 
Before the momingls eaprliest fay 
Shall warahim on his bome^wai^ wdjr. 
The thought has nefved his yodthfel aro»» 
Boldly to brare eaeb magic charm ; 
And rushing fiercely on tbe kiughl^ 
He dared him to the eoining f^g^ 
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The giant's frdwH defianbe thrdw; 
As from its sheath his Mshaon flew; 
He aimed it at the watchfal Knight, 

To crush him with its poildrous weight i 
Fierce as the simoom's withering blight. 

Had fallen the sudden- stroke of Ikte, 
Had not within his mailed hand 
Been clenched his firm and faithful brand* 

On whose well-tempered shining blade. 
Was not the Koran's verae displa3i»d? 
No sooner its charmed radiance fell 

On the proud warrior, than like one. 
Struck by some dark maligniuit speli. 

His sinewy arm seemed^ turned to stone ! 
And his fierce eye and threatening brow^ ^ 
No longer .frowned upcun his fbe» 

Braye SeHm to the altar fl^w, 

From whose Inrjght shrine the prize be drew ; 
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But as he grasped the glittering Made, 
The whole bright yision seemed to fade, 
And night around his footsteps flong 
Her ebon mantle, still there rung 
Upon his ear the welcome lay: 
'* On, on Sir. Knight ! away, away ! 
On ; on, thy weary task is done : 
Away ! the. magic sword is won !" 



When at the' dawn the mom's faint grey, 

Was mingled with the sun's first beam, 
On that wild plain the warrior lay, 

Till roused from a long weary dream ; 
And near him stands his own true steed, 
Accoutred for the warrior's need. 

Not tired and weak, overcome with toil, 
As midst the storm on that lone heath, 

At night he sank upon the soil 
With sunken eye and gasping breath ; 
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But snorting loudly at the side 
Of his loved lord, with native pride. 
Was it a dream, so clear and bright, 
The vision of that wondrous night. 
That on his waking fancy still 

Seemed echoing to his listening ear. 
The sofit lay, with its dulcet thrill, 

On that lone waste so wild and drear ? — 



No, still within his mailed hand 
He firmly grasps the conquering brand. 
Which soon shall quell his rival's pride, 
And win GuUee, his blooming bride! 
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The crescent-moon has veiled her lights 
And ocean's waves no longisr bright ; 
The sea-lnrd flaps his dusky idngs; 

I Portentous of the comdng'storaii; 

I The mountain's lofty shadow flings' 

On the blue sea its giant form. • 

Tis night ; the sun's last beams are set 
On the high beetling sea-girt towers. 

The Harem's inmates ail are met,= ' 

With tales to pass the night's soft hours. 
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Gulzara, the young Afghan slave. 
While her eye rested on the wave — 
'^ Look ! dear Chiera, look !'' she cried, 
^^ Afar off, o'er the 4&rk-hlue sea, 
Where the light hark still stems the tide. 
And rides the waves in liberty, 
At night's still honr the fisher seeks 
The finny tribe — the active Greeks 
Still steer their ski£k, and ere the day 
May safely anchor in the bay-r < 
But, dear Chiera, why that sigh. 
And the bright toar-drop in thine eytt?-^ 
Have I awoke a chord whose UiriU 
Has slept within ikj bosom still 2—* . 
But take thy lyre, and let its strain 
Soothe thy torn heart to peace again/' 



The meek girl bowed — it was indeed 

A chord that made her young heart bleed. 
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When her eye marked the mountain's hrow. 

And thought of all its flowery pride, 
Of the clear, murmuring streamlet s flow, 

The clustering village at its side, 
Where her light, fairy footsteps ranged 
Ere war her childhood's hopes had changed, 
And brought her from her lowly home 
To Stambol's high imperial dome. 
She thought of Greece, and Greece's wrongs, 
And all that to that land belongs : 
While Fancy, in the hovering gloom, 
Now sees i^ain her hapless doom-r- 
Her lover — ^parents — kindred slain — 
While she must wear the captive's chain. 
And never — never hope to see 
Her own loved native mountains free — 
Then could her trembling voice be mute? 
She now has seized her pensive lute, 
And as its chords her light hand sweeps, 
Within her young heart sorrow sleeps. 

N 
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THE TALE OF THE €tflEEK SLAVE. 



The moon had reached he^ zeniih height, 
Shedding a mild and silTery light 
O'er marble dome and temple fsdr, 

On olive groves and vineyards green : 
Who that had haply wandered th6if^, 

And gazed on that enchantittg scend. 
Fair Athens ! had not sighed that ^ott 
Shouldst to A foreign despot btf^r ? 
N 2 
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If Still 80 lovely in thy chains. 

So peerless in thy falFn remains ; 

What wert thou when thy conquering name 

Was home upon the wings of Fame ! 



Twas at that hour when nought around 
Could hreak the solemn stillness, save 
The night bird's low and plaintive sound, 
And murmuring of the Ilissus' wave, 
As o'er its pebbly bed it flings 
Its pure wave in its wanderings. 
E'en at that lonely hour, alone^ 
0*er broken earth and rugged »tion9i 
A care-worn matron bent her : way, , 
To where a temple's ruins lay.. 
So wild and haggard was hpr form, 
It seemed as if Time's direst storm 
Had swept across her pallid brows^ 
And blanched her locks like Alpine snows. 
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Yet had not quenched her glancing eye. 
Which told of brighter hours gone by. 



One who at such an hour had sought 

Those sacred haunts, m that fair oilmen 
And seen that £qpectral form; had thought 

A sybil of the okien time. 
Had left her long and silent sleep. 
O'er her lost country's wrecks to weep — 
T*he splendour of three thomsand years 
Sunk in the gulph of time :-— if tears, 
Gould hhve recalled the hour when free,. 
The sun of Greece shone gloriously ! 
But no ; — she like her country now 
Most to the Moslem despots bow : 
Yet had a £^irit bold and ft^e, 
Taught her to jseom her destiny. 
How could her aching bosom turn . 
To Greece's wrbngSy nor inly bum. 
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To burl reyenge on Moslem futBf 
From whom had sprung her country** woas. 
Though she had passed long anxious years 
Of mental gloom and withering tears. 
Yet might she live its sons to see 
Break their foul bondiH-tgain be free ; 
She had not felt the galling chain. 
Nor borne tl\e tyrant's rage in vain. 



Bom on the mountain'* iUgged soil^ 

Unshackled to a tyraal** wiU, 
The steepee^ heights were climbed fot spefl. 

The eagle's nest'—niidsfc winter's chdll. 
Or summer's heat ; — uaniurtiixedy wiU^ 
Had grown this hardy moontaiA ckikL 
And with each circling year whi^ flew^ 
Her love of freedom stranger grew : 
Yet as life's yarying hours of jo^*. 

With those o£. grief are minted «rer. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE HETJEBIA. 141 

So time will each iMpight flower destroy. 
And nature's fondest bonds still sever. 



Nought now remained of all the past^ 
Save fierce revenge — the first, the last 
Fond cherished vision of her breast ! 

Which haunted still her nightly dreams. 
Drove from her couch the balm of rest, 

And tinged life's latest fleeting beams. 
So often was her aged form. 
Seen midst the bowlings of the storm. 
With fearless foot-steps wandering where 
None e'er had trod, save fierce Despair;-^ 
Who, reckless if the beetling height 
Should plunge his steps in endless night ; — 
That weak credulity istill thought 
She there some dread communion sought. 
Yet on her wild prophetic tongue. 
The mind enslaved with rapture hung. 
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Till the fierce glancing of her eye> 
Was deemed the power of witchery : 

And to that form which age had hent. 
And withered like a desart flower, 

Or blighted oak, their feari soon lent 
0*er the fierce elemeats H power : 
Deeming the glanees of thai eye^ 
Gould scan e'en dread Futurity. 



Twas said that when the storm rode high, 
She on the sea-^girt shore. would roam ; 
While thunders eohoed through the sky. 

Skimming the ocean's billowy foam ; 
Or with loud incantations urge. 
The sinking bark beneath the surge ! 
And woe befall the fisher's skiff, 
Who saw her on the beetling cliff 
Wave her red scarf-— he nerer more 
Will safely reach the hc^ped-for shore- 
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And still at midniglii'i} soUvui liqiiur^ 

She oft was b; tha waiMteipef BQea, 
When every noxious wm4 faith p9«tVy 

Plucking the night^shal^'s deaity gnmkt 
Which culled beneath the dewa e^ ni|^, 
Filled with the miUdw*8 caiikeniig blight^ 
Would form a spell, so deeik and Atrndf 
That from their silent sle^ tbm dead 
Were summoned at her mighty call, 
To share the impious festiyal ! 



For this her wandaiings ei^ar led. 
Near to the'pure Ilinsus' b«d» 
Where lay combed a rocky ^av<^ 
Washed by its. slow and murmnriAg wave ; 
There, midst the Tagila of the nights 

Were heard stmnge yoioeer-^lilui the yeU> 
Of hopeless spiritsin. their flight* 

Which erer on the lone ear fell. 
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Such was at least tlie peasant's tale, 
Who crossed her in that wizard vale : 
And ever to that fatal night. 
He traced his cattle's early blight ; 
Or if his children fell beneath 
The marshes' pestilential breath, 
Twas by her ban the vitpour fell, 
Made noxious by her potent speU ! *' 



But most the Moslem shunned her path, 
like a fierce messenger of wrath : 
As if the power of that wild eye. 
Could seal his wayward destiny. 
Ah, no— 'twas there far other themes, 
Than those which roused their idle dreams; 
Which from her lonely home still led ' 
The matron towards the Ilissus* bed— 
For in that dark and secret cave. 
Where held the meetingis of the brave ! 
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Sons of a race, whom e'en the chain 

Of Turkish thraldom could not quell : 
Whose souls, still unsahdued, remain 
Beneath oppression's withering spell. 
And her's was not the only tongue 
From whom the Moslem's scourge had wrung 
Determined vengeance on the foe — 
A deadly judgment, sure though slow. 
For round a massy unhewn stone, 
Where many a yotive falchion shone, 
Stood a few chosen spirits, still 
Unbroken to their deist's will. 
And midst those few deyoted brave, 
Wrapped in the semblance of a slave. 
Was one, whose gentler form might well 
From each dark brow the £rown dispel. 
But no, that youthful warrior maid,^ 
Grasps in her hand the deadly blade. 
And with them joins in Freedom's sonig, 
Which the wild echoes bear along-^ 
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SONG. 



Arise, je sons of Greece ! — arise ! 

Shake off the slumbers of the grave ; 
lift thy proud banners to the skies ; 

Descendants of the mighty brave I 

Answer, ye sons of heroecf'.'^tii], 
Are all your laurels withered, gone. 

Since the proud Grecian phakotx fell, 
Conquering on glorious Miurathon ? 

Oh, Greece ! resume thy native dower ! — 
Wipe out the deep, corroding stain !-^ 

Nor longer to thy tjrrants dower; ' ' 
But break — oh, break the galling chain ! 
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yfawe ye your ancient Imnoen, then ; 

Awake ye from your vile repose ! 
Destroy the poppied wreath ! — Be men ! 

Once more with laurels bind your brows ! 

Arise ! arise ! — once more be free, 

Oh, land still bathed by Thetis' waves!— 

From Athos' mount to lo's sea, 

Break — ^break your chains 1 — ^no more be slaves ! 

Why should thy temples crunibling lie, 
Nurse of the gods 1— oh ! glorious land \ 

Beneath its banners conquering die, 
Or else be yours its proud command ! 

Weep not, ye land of heroes ! now 

No longer shall your echoes tell 
Ye crouch to tyrant despotsl — Lo ! 

Arise, and break the withering spell ! 
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And thou, fair harbinger of light ! 

Shalt see our conquering burners fly ; 
Bright Venus ! chase the gloom of night. 

And lead us on to victory ! 



The song is o'er; yet every eye 

Rests on that slender, youthful maid. 
Who swears to conquer, or to die, 

Ere she will sheath the vengeful blade ; 
Yet twenty summers liad not spent 

Their fervour on her youthful brow, 
Ere every early tie was rent — 

Each gentler hope was withered now. 

Fair Constance — ^who had seen that face 
Beaming with smiles, in childhood's bower. 

Thou daughter of a mighty race ! 

And seen thee in thy tyrant's power, — 
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Had they not wept that one so bright 
Was doomed to share her country's blighti 
And well that conntr7*s wrongs she knew — > 

Felt how corroding were its chains — 
Then to its rescue nobly flew. 

To wipe away its hatefiil stains ! 
And she has bled for that dear land, 

And every sterner peril dared ; 
Wielded alike the warlike brand. 

The batae's fiercest tomnlt shared ! 
And yet that slender, fragile form, 

More like a weak, exotic flower, 
Unused to bear the wintry storm, 

Seems fitter for a gentler bower. 



And now no more with Grecian maids 
The dance she joins, at day's soft close, 

Nor her long glassy ringlets braids , 
With chaplets of the summer's rose. 
o2 
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No more the panjgiri wakes 

Her slumbeiB with the echoing lute ; 

But sounds of war her rough couch shakes, 
And every softer strain is mute. 



Now in that lonely, secret cave 
She meets a few devoted hrave : 
And with that aged matron tells, 

Deeds which their glorious sires had done ; 
They need invoke no other spells, 

Than those around that altar stone, 
To make their maddening pulses beat, 
To take revenge — revenge how sweet 
To the seared heart ; for none were there. 
Who had not borne thy stings — despair ! 



And now they swear a deadly vow — 
While yet there breathes one Moslem foe, 
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Or that one Greek still bears the chain, 
Never to sheath the sword again ! 
That all shall hail their country free, 
Or share a new Thermopylae ! 
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The strain has ceased^ the lay is o'er, 

JPor night and storm hare wrapped in gloom 
The mountain's hrow» the distant shore. 

Dark as the mournful minstreFs doom. 
The sea girt tower has lost its spell ; 
Each maid within her latticed oelly 
In slumbers light, and fairj dreams, 
lies hid till morning's early beams ; . 
Dreams yet unstained with early sorrows. 
Visions which youth from hope still borrows I 
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The night has fled, and mom again 

Seems faurer for the storms of night ; 
For tempests, threatening clouds, and rain, 

Make sunshine ever seem more bright. 
And yet it has not chased the dew, 

Which glittering hangs on each light stem, 
like Eastern gems of every hue, 

To form the dawn's bright diadem. 
And ere the sun has on the streams 
And floWers dispensed his^rrid' beams, 
The Harem's lovely maidens glide 
Amidst the garden^ fletwery pride; 
For in that blooming solitiide 
No wandering stranger dares intrude; 
Yet neither flowers nor perfumed gale 
Can keep them fimn the promised tale. 
And ere the sun's refulgent power 
Shall shed his rays on hill and tower, 
They seek a wild sequestered bower, 
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Where a cool monnuring fountain plays 
O'er jasmine wreaths and woodbine sprays. 
An lovely was the bower they chose ; 
Close trellised roand, the Syrian rose 
Through the rich gilded fretwork hong, 
And all around its fragrance flung. 
Through the cool Kiosk's tender gloom, 
Lending each cheek a richer bloom. 

But where does the young minstrel stay. 

Dark ZjndsL, whose wild native lay 

Should charm noon's sultry hours away? 

*^ Hark ! the sitara's chords are sounding, 

) 
I hear her fairy footsteps bounding 

O'er the light turf," young Leilah cried — 

The Indian girl is at her side ; 

And quickly at Mehdalia's feet 

The minstrel takes her lowly seat. 
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The summer's sun was hat descending, 

And hastening to his western bed ; 
While Eve her azure tints was blending 

Wit^ his last beams of gold and red. 
The musk-rose lent its sweet perfume 

To scent the gale^ at that still hour ; 
And many a bud with varied bloom. 

Unveiled its charms to grove and bower. 
The feathered tribe with rapture flew 
To taste the bright bespangled dew. 
And sing the soft decline of day 
With warbling notes from spray to spray. 
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So lovely was the scene — so fair, 
That e'en the fairy race might there 
Have crouched beneath the cowslip's bells, 
To weave their elfin frolic spells. 
And Nature seemed all sweetly mute. 

Save the soft melody of song, 
like the wild echoes of a lute. 

By the light zephyr borne along ; 
Till near an oak by lightning blighted. 

Once the proud monarch of the wood^ 
A stranger from his steed digfated^ 

And near that seatiied raia' stood. 



He seemed a warrior worn with toil, 
Stained with the desart's sandy soil. 
Who in that flowery Eden blest 
Had hoped to find a place of rest : 
For who had thought in that fair scene 
The voice of sorrow e'er had been. 
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Or that the tyrant in his power 

Could make e'en drear that lovely bower. 



For scarce the wanderer sat him down. 
To hail the breeze from mountain blown, 
E'er on that breeze there came a strain, 

Drear as a distant funeral knell : 
A ssui — sad moan, 'twas woman's plain, 

And wild that plaintive measure feU. 



SONG. 

Ah ! land of the sun ! how bright and how fair 
Are thy groves and thy vallies ! ah ! why is it there 
That the spirit of tyranny still should reign. 
And shed o'er thy flowery bosom the stain 
Of crime and revenge, and its deadliest train ? 
p2 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



162 TALES OF THE HA&EM. 

That e'en where the Deity's hand has spread. 
With prodigal love, both his fruits and flowers ; 

Where the lofty palmyra lifts its proud head, 
And the amrita's buds still adorn its &ir bowers ; 

And where nought should resound save the spirit 
of gladness, 

E'en there should be heard the deep echo of sadness. 



Ah, heard ye the wail, the wild voice of despair ! 
How the maidens are weeping and tearing their 

hair, 
As they draw near the fountain with accents of 

sorrow, 
For Hadana's rose must be wed on the morrow ! 

Dark and fierce is the chief who Uie fair maid is 

wooing. 
And he com^ not in kindness, lik« a fond lover 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE INDIAN MAID. 163 

Tis her Sire's wide land, which he daiaw as her 

dower, 
And o'er Hadana waves his proud standard of 

power. 



Sad and drear was their wail, and loud was their 
cry. 
While Hadana*s rose sat alone in her bower : . 
She was weeping her fate that no hero was nigh, 
To combat her cause with the strong arm of 
power. 



Ah, where was the warrior who ought to hare 
wielded 
His fedchion, to conquer her father's fierce foe— *^ 
The betrothed of her young heart, whose arm should 
have shielded 
The rose of the vaUey fiom sonow and woe ? 
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Then each filled her yase with the pure liquid 

stream, 

As she sang the wild lay with low accents of 

sorrow ; 

And cast her last glance at the sun's parting beam; 

For Hadana's rose must be wed on the morrow! 



The stranger started from his dream, 

With the last echo of their strain ; 
He marked the sun's departing beam. 

As slowly rose the mourning train. 
'* Stop !*' cried the chief, with glance of fire, 
** Where is the hapless maiden s sire ? 
Has age unnerved the warrior's arm 
That his fierce foe can work his heSrm ? 
But if the hand of withering time, 

Has bound him to the usurper's power, 
The avenger from another dime. 

Shall shidd from blight his lovely flower !'' 
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Then fzom thit xaournldl group stood one. 
With downcast eye and trembling tone ; 
Around her form she drew her veil. 
And thus began her sorrowing tale : — 



SONG. 

Proud and bold were the warriors in Hadana's 
towers. 
And loudly its bards sang the deeds of their 
fame; 
Its maidens were lovely and safe in their bowers. 
While unconquered its walls, and unsuUi^ its 
name ! 



Till there came on the whirlwind the siroe's fierce 
rage, 
And o*er its chief showered its withering blight. 
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That the spirit of madnesB has seized on his age^ 
And left in its fury the mind's darlLest night. 



Now the bright star of Hadana sheds lustre no 
more, 
For sunk is its glory, and quenched its bright 
beam; 
And nought now remains but its fate to deplore, 
While on memory alone shall surrive the fond 
theme! 

She paused, then turned her to depart, 

Nor longer the sad measure flows, 
Which told of many an aching heart, 

A sire's decay, a daughter's woes. 



But ere the young and mournful train 
Had homeward bent their steps again ; 
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When from fais dream the stranger woke. 
And on them turned fak flashing eye ; 

Whose glance a wild emotion spoke. 
Then raised it to the darkening sky. 

"Great Bramah! hear" — He bent his knee, 

"To*morrow's sun shall see her free ; 

Or in one bright smd cirding flame, 

Ends Alia's woes — ^her lover's &me«" 



Quick as the radiant beams of light, 
Can clear the noxious mists of iiight; 
So hope can lend a beam to chase 
The gloom of woe from beauty's face : 
And that sad group soon felt the glow. 
Of joy light up each youthful brow. 
And they have borne the soothing spell, 
The name of one Imig loved so well ; 
Have whispered in the mourner's ear. 
That he, that loved' one, even he 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



\ 

168 TALES OF THE HABEM. 

From her bo long estranged was near, . 

Had sworn to set his Alia firee.; 
To save her from the bridal hoar, 
And shield her from the usurper's power ! . 



'Tib morn, the son his golden beams 

Has shed on towers, on vale, on streamti; 

Yet still on Hadana's turrets fly. 

The rebel standard vauntingly ; 

Sad Alia sits within her bower, 

All trembling at the coming hour. 

And though her whispering hopes still tell 

Of him, who sent the midnight spell^ 

Chasing the gloom that dimmed her brow. 

And lending to her heart a glow ; 

For well that loved and cherished name, 

On her fond ear like music came : 

Life's treasured vision, love*s bright theme. 

Her morning hope, her midnight dream ; 
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Yet in the coining fray may fsM 
Her every hope — her love — her all, 
And o'er her life be shed a gloom, 
More withering than the silent tomb. 

The feast is spread in Hadana's hall, 
Now shines the nuptial festival, 
While Caroo-guDy's tyrant lord 
In triumph heads the festive board ; 
Yet now no more that hall along 
Resounds the all-enlivening song, 
For never may the bard's wild lays 
Be heard in an usurper's praise ; 
While every guest with darker brows 
Deems all around are secret foes. 

But where is Aha, the young bride. 
Who now should triumph at the side 
Of the fierce chief? — she lonely still 
Feels round her heart the sickening chill 
Q 
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Of hope delayed — ^iike the frail flower^ 
Withering beneatth the mid-day's power. 



In yain they deck the trembling maid, 

And her long glossy ringlets braid ; 

Those waving tresses, whose deep dye. 

Is rivalled by her darker eye ; 

And^und them twine the fri^rant wreath 

Of the bright Champac's golden flower. 
Her bright and flowing veil beneath^ 

To fit her for the bridal hour. 

While o'er her slender form they throw 

A rich vest of the saffiron's glow ; 
Yet in the foldings of that vest» 
A dagger to her heart is prest : 
For sooner will the tiger lay, 
With the young lamb in frolic play^ 
£ er she in bridal bonds may twine 
With Caroo-gully's recreant line. 
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Around the stately hall now stand 
The conqnered vassals of the land, 
Who on fierce Caroo-g^llj wait, 
To grace his triumph ; yet stern hate 
And proud defiance lurk beneath 
Each splendid vest and flowery wreath. 



And now the portal opens wide, 
To hail his lovely, trembling bride ! 
But 'tis not a young timid maid. 
E'en of blood s crimson tint afraid ; 
For other guests are they that now 
Through Hadana's stately portals flow : 
Tis armed warriors that rush in, 
While the ghong's loud and threatening din 
Whose wild sounds l|ke an angry flood, 

Or mountain torrent in its i^, 
Summon its vassals on to blood, 

With echoes through the vaulted hall ; 
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And blades and glittering spears illume 
Each shadowed depth, each pilWd gloom. 



Well may the shrinking revellers quail. 
Beneath those bands in armed mail ; 
For Caroo-gullT's chieftain now 
Encounters with a deadlier foe ; 
And he a fiercer war must wage, 
Than woman's tears or blighted age. 
For midst those warriors one proud form 

Still seeks him in the deadly fray, 
Braying the conflict's fiercest storm, 

Stands forward in the bold array. 
Like one who fights for fame — ^for life, 
His blade is keenest in the strife ; 
And Caroo-gull/s chieftain now. 
Must to the conquering warrior bow. 
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The day is won ! the doubtful fray^ 
Like a wild meteor passed away. 
And now in Hadana's spacious hall 
Is spread the bridal festival ; 
The bard the heroic tale resumes, 
And beauty's eye the feast illumes. 
And O'er young Alia's lute again 
Her fingers wake a well knovm strain ; 
While one is there whose rais*d eyes tell 
How true his bosom fee^ the spell — 
An aged chieftain, on whose brow, 
Sorrow and time have shed their snow ; 
But now no longer wayward, wild, 
But meek and gentle as a child. 
And reason on his lingering hours 
Of life one ray of sunshine pours. 
And Sanga triumphs at the side 
Of Alia his young blooming bride ! 



q2 
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Note 1. Page 10. 

Those which wreathed Camadeva's quiver, 
Culled near her own pure sacred river. 

Camadeva, or the God of have, ha* a variety of epithets, 
all veiy signiiicant of the unboimded sway which he pos- 
sesses over the hearts of men ; he is armed with a bow and 
five arrows, denoting the five senses, each of which weapon 
is baited with 'a different kind of poison. 

Fartttr^s Sketches on India. 



Note 2, p. 11. 

As oh, beneath the banian^ dance 
The fire-flies at 0ie close of day. 

The lampyris, or fiiepfly. The noetoraal splendour of 
these insects, in the tonid lone, is not to be conceived ; 
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they will illamine the dark side of a grove of baoiaiui, where 
thousands of them flit among their branches, with a hril- 
liancj of which the faint light of our glow-wonn can give 
but little idea : — ^they are lik% flying emeralds. 

Farhe^z Oriental Manoin* 



Note 3, p. 13. 

The Arab sought those flowers like gems 
From the mimosa's pendent stems. 

The mimosa produces splendid floweni of a beautiful red 
colour, with which the Arabians crown their heads, on their 
festival days. 

Niebuhr. 



Note A, p. 15. 

With the champaca sweet, 
To braid our dark hair. 

The elegant appearance of the gold-coloured champaca 
in the dark hair of the Indian women, have supplied the 
Hindoo poets with many elegant allusions. 

Sir WiUiam Jones. 



Note 5, p. 20. 

Perchance the sweet sitaia's chords 
Were struck by one who felt the pain. 

The sitara, or guitar. The great variety of sounds pro* 
dnced from this ioBtniment are all extremely soft and mek>' 
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(Bous : in U.e hands of a skilful raiuiciani it is said to be 
capable of tranquillizing the most boisterous disposition, to 
which purpose it has often been applied, as well as to soothe 
distress and affliction. 

From Tolvin's Costumes of India, 



Note 6, p. 21. 

The banian's hospitable shade, 
By re-productive branches made. 

The banian tree, ficus Indica, the most beautiful of Na- 
ture's productions. A banian tree forms the most beautiful 
walks, -vislas, and cool recesses that can be imagined ; the 
fruit is a small fig, when ripe, of a bright scarlet, affording 
sustenance to squirrels, peacocks, and birds of various kinds, 
which dwell among its branches. The Hindoos are pecu- 
liarly fond of this tree, considering its long duration, its 
outstretching arms, and overshadowing beneficence, as em- 
blems of the Deity, and almost pay it divine honour. 

Forhe^s Oriental Memoirs. 



Note 7, p. 21. 

Twas on the eve the Hindoos lave^ 
Like sea-bora Rhemba in the wave. 

Rhemba, the sea-born goddess of Beauty, the Indian 
Veous. She was the mother of Camadeva, by Krishna. 
The Hindoo women, in her honour, bathe with particular 
ceremonies on certain days. Such ceremonies, piously 
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perfonned on the third of the light haH of mooD Jaish'ta, 
(which day is called Rhemba-tridyft), are peculiarly auspi- 
doas to female beaaty. Rhcmba bathed on that day. 

Moor's Pantheon, 



Note 8, p. 23. 

Wrapped in her arms an in&ntbore 
To bathe in Ganga's holy wave. 

Poetical name for the Ganges. — ^The Hindoos worship 
the Ganges, and there is a peculiar sanctity annexed to its 
stream. 

Ibid. 



Note 9, p. 24. 

It was as though^ on that bright river, 
Fair Maia's son in all his pride. 

Maia, another name of the Indian Venus. Camadeva 
was, by the Indian bards, said to have been first seen 
floating down the Ganges on a lotus wreath. 

Ibid. 



Note 10, p. 25. 

As when she on her lotus throne, 
In dazzling majesty first shone. 

She is thus described mhabiting the lotus, dothed in 
superlative beauty, in the first bloom of youth, covered with 
ornaments, and bearing every auspicious sign. 

Ibid. 
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Note 11, p. 29. 



When on its stream pale Chandra's light 
First shone on Rhemba's festal night. 

Chandra, the Indian name for the Mpon. 



Note 12, p. 35. 

Npr to the soft sitara's notes 

The bard recounts the tales of old. 

Bart — ^Baat — Batt, is a curions approximation of the 
name of the western Bard; and their offices are nearly 
similar* No Hindoo Bajah is without his Bards. 

Witks's South of India, 



Note 13, p. 36. 

The almas' bounding steps no more. 
Spring o'er the tesselated floor. 

The almas, or dancing girls. Many of them are extremely 
beautiful and delicate in their persons, regular in their fea- 
tures, with a form of perfect symmetry ; their dances require 
great attention, from the dancer's feet being hung with 
small bells, which act in concert with the music ; two girls 
usually perform at the same time : their steps are not so mazy 
as ours, but much more interesting, as the song, the music, 
and the motions of the dance, expiess love, hope, jealousy, 
and despair. 

Forbeis Oriental Memoirs, 
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Note 14, p. 37. 

And now the yellow scarf was waving, 
The rajpoots' braye and warlike cry. 

Hindustanee Kuswar. A beautifiil yellow dye is made 
from this colour. To usq it on the day of battle is among 
the Hindoos deemed a sacred pledge to die or conquer. 
Volunteers are often ioyited to wear the yellow scarf, which 
implies desperation in any undertaking. 

Sir John Malcolm's Central India. 



' Note 15, p. 49. 

Beneath Himlaya's snow-clad brow. 
Where the dark forests high tops frown. 

Himlaya, or the Mansion of Snow, is the name given by 
the Hindoos to those vast chains of mountams, which limit 
India on the north. The hills are held sacred by the^Hin- 
doos, who suppose them to be the terrestrial haunt of the 
god Iswara. 

Sir William Jonet. 



Note 16, p. 51. 

For many a wild yet wondrous tale 
Was of her told through Cashmere's vale. 

Cashmeer, a valley surrounded by lofty mountains, their 
summits covered with perpetual snow, while their acclivities, 
according to their aspects, are either adorned with the trees 
of Europe, or decked with the perennial plants of Asia, and 
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sometimes presenting a delightful assemblage of both. Im- 
mense rocks, rich groves^ and murmuring cascades, produce 
a sublime and b eautiful effect. These waters, either in roaring 
cataracts or gentle streams, flow to the lakes or rivulets 
which f(MrtiIize the plain, and there uniting, form the cele- 
brated Indus, one of the great rivers of India. 

Forbes* s Oriental Memoirs^ 



Notel7, p, 53. 

Her sire upon, the valley's side 
Had placed her lone zenana there. 

The apartments set apart by the Hijidoos for the women. 



Note 18, p. 54. 

!^or never was an Eden seen, • 

That could with Cashmeer's vale compare. 

This happy valley, this Paradise of Hindostan, is sur- 
rounded by mountains of vast height and rude aspect, co- 
vered with snow, or encased with glaciers, iii which this 
enchantlDg jewel is flrmly set. The roofs of the houses are 
planted with tulips, which in the spring produces a won- 
derful effect. Roses, and numberless flowers, ornament this 
happy clime; most of the Emperors of Hindostan have 
visited it, and forgot the cares of government during their 
residence in the Happy Valley. 

Pennanl*i Weslem Hindostatu 
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Note 19, p. 67. 

Soon his remains the Brahmins bore 
In triumph to the Ganga's shore. 

Most of the Hindoos bam their dead. The fimeral piles 

of the rich aie mingled with sandal-wood, and fed with 

aromatic oils. 

Forha^t Oriental Memoirs, 



Note 20, p. 67. 

To still the anguish of despair 
A self-devoted suttee there. 

On the decease of the husband, if the widow resolves to 
attend him to the world of spirits, a fmieral ^e is erected, 
covered with an arbour of dry boughs, where the dead body is 
placed; the living victim follows, dressed in her bridal jewels, 
surrounded by her relations, priests, and mnsieians ; she 
ascends the funeral pile, enters the awful bower, and placing 
herself near the body of her husband, with her own hand 
generally sets fire to the pile, which being constantly sup- 
plied with aromatic oils, the mortal remains are soon con- 
sumed. 

Ibid,' 



Note 21, p. 68. 

Whose haughty chiefs with pride could trace, 
Their high descent from Surya's race. 

Two of the ancient dynasties of Hindostan are called 
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Soxiraya Buns, or the Cilildren of the Sun, the other, Chan- 
dra Buns, or the Children of the Moon. 

Sketches in India. 



Note 22, p. 68. 

Thus was each hapless, helpless, daughter. 

Soon as the vital air she drew. 

Still doomed alike to instant slaughter. 

Infanticide is not known among the lower classes ; this 
shocking custom appears limited to some B«jpoot Chiefe of 
high rank, who from despair of obtaining a soitaUe marriage 
for their daughters, are led by an infatuated pride to become 
the destroyers of their own offiipring. The petty Thakoor, 
or lord of Cherawul, married a daughter to the Rawal of 
Baaswara thirty-four years ago ; the pride of the Thakoor 
family was so excited by this, that it was resolved that 
no female should make an inferior match, and the despair of 
such good fortune again, has led to every female child b^ng 
kiUed. 

Sir John Malcolm's Central India, 

Until lately the horrid, unnatural practice of infanticide 
in India, was supposed to have been confined to the tribes 
of Rajkuinar and Rajvansa, who inhabit districts in the 
neighbourhood of Benaiee ; but our recent acquisition of 
territory^ and influence in the fine province of Gnzerat, 
have disclosed the practice among several tribes in that 
extensive country ; in Guxerat, female infeaticide prevails 
among the tribes Jarejab, of which are the principal chief- 
tains of the Peninsula. 

Hoards Pantheon, 
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Note 23, p. 76,^ 

But quickly had the peasant's skill. 
Taught us the tide to stem at will. 

If the Indians hare to pass a river, both men and women, 
they fill the skin of a goat with wind' -and <tie it round their 
waist, and by this means swim over; thenr children they 
pat in an earthen pot, which they drive before them. A 
countryman and his wife, passing a river in the manner 
I am speaking of, had put ttieir child, about two years old, 
into one of th^ pots ; being about the middle of the river 
they found a little sand bank, on which there was a high 
tree* which the water had drawn away from the main land i 
the fsther drove the pot which contained the child on this 
plaee that he might rest a little : as he approached the foot 
ef the tree, whose trunk was a little above the water, a 
moostrous serpent darted from iti roots, and slided into 
the pot in which tl^e child was ; the fath^ and mother 
frightened at the accifdent, and having lost their presence of 
mind, suffered the pot to be borne away by the river, and 
they themselves remained half dead at the foot of the tree. 
About twQ leagues down the river, a Banian and his wife 
aud child washing themselves in the river, saw at a dis- 
tance the earthep pot with the child's head out pf the 
top, the Bani^iU thinking himself in .duty bound to assist the 
child, drew it toward the shore, the i^dfe. followed by her 
child came up to take the ii^nt from the pot« and the 
sequent who bad done no harm to the first child,, twined 
itself .round the other w^ich.was by its mother, and stang 
it, which caused its imipediate death. Such an,.ex{j;aorT 
dinary adventmre did not trouble the poor people, who 
thought it had happened by the peculiar will of the 
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Deity, who had taken away from them one child and given 
them another, and were immediately consoled. 

Chardin, 



Note 24, p. 77. 

With Hindoo maids, at eve's sweet hour, 
Our prize the lotus rosy flower. 

The nymphcBa nelumbo. The blue lotas grows in 
Cashmeer and Penda, but in Bengal we see only red and 
white i and hence, occasion is taken to feign that the lotus 
of Hindostan was dyed red with the blood of Siva. 

Sir W. Jones. 



Note 25, p. 88. 

The dhauk's loud notes are heard around. 
And on the distant echoes sound. 

Dhauk, an instmment used at maniages and festivals. 

Solvin. 



Note 26, p. 88. 

The finger's tapering ends to dye 
A deeper tint to lend the eye. 

When a girl is betrothed, her nails are died red with 
a preparation of the mendey, or henna shrub : they make a 
r2 
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black circle round iheir eyes with the powder of antlmODf ^ 
which adds much to their beauty. 

Farbes't Oriental Memoirt, 



Note 27, p. 96. 

And all our wandering shaugers tell. 
That midst our wilds and deserts rude. 

Shauger; a sort of minBtrel betweei^ ihs pbet'and the 
ballad singer. 

ilphinftone*s CauBuL. . 



Note 28, p. 96. 

The spirits of tfie waste still dwell^ 
Hid in each dreary < solitude. ,. 

The Afghan's believe each of tl^e iiomerous solitudes, in 
the mountains and desarts of theicxxmntiy, to be inhabited 
by a lonely demon, whom they call Ghoolee Beeabaun, 
(the Ooule, or Spirit of the Waste); they represent him as a 
gigantic and frightful spectre, who devours any passengers 
whom chance may bring within his haunts. It is to this spirit 
they ascribe the iUusions by which travellers are often led to 
believe they see sheets of waters in. the-midst Sff the desart, 
and they figure him watching near to se.ize (the unhappy 
wanderer, who may be misled by his artifice, and tear him 
to pieces. . • L ' . . ' 

£lpkifutaH^iCataut, -^ 
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Nbte29^t): 106. 

Twas said that in that desert drear 
There lay a deep and wondrous cave. 

Near Candahar is a cave called the Cave of Jumsheed, to 
the end of which it is impossible to penetrate, on account of 
a torrent which obstructs its passage : but the Afghans re- 
late, that after advancing a certain distance, one hears the 
roar of winds and gashing of waters, and that all progpress is 
soon Stopped iy a 'wheel ahned' with sWords, wliich is 
whirled round with' such force an^ velocity, as to threaten 
to annihilate every'thing which approaches it. Some bold 
adventurers, however, have overcome these obstacles, and 
reached a most enchanting garden in the bowels of the 
earth. They describe the verdure of this delicious region, 
its bowers, woods, and lawns, and its flowers of a thousand 
brilliant hues, as far surpassing any s<^ne that the human 
imagination can figure — ^while the exquisite fruits, the per- 
fumed breezes, and the ravishing music that for ever re- 
s^pndf ,^ axe .equal to the wannc^ pictures of the Maho- 
metan Paradise. . ,„ . _ - , • r , 

Elphinttone's CaubuL 



Note 30, p. 111. 

And there glides a pure streamlet through Gulistan's 

bowers, 
Soft murmuring o'er vallies enamelled with flowers. 

Gnlistan, or Valley of Roses. The Persians' give this 
name to all those places which they vnsh to describe as ez- 
traordinariljT pleasant. 
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Note 31, p. 127. 

Fierce as the simoom's withering blight, 
Had fallen the sudden stroke of Fate. 

The efiects of the simoom is instant suffocation to every 
living creature that happens to be within the sphere of its 
activity, and immediate putrefaction of the carcases of the 
dead. The Arabs discern its approach by the unusual red- 
ness of the air ; and they say, they feel a smell of sulphur 
as it passes. The only means by which any person can pre- 
serve himself from suffering from these noxious blasts is, by 
throwing himself down with his face on the earth. 

Neibuhr, 



Note 32, p. 137. 
The Hetseria. 

The word means " society." When the Hetsoria was first 
formed, the women of Greece took an active part in gaining 
proselytes; nor was it unusual for ladies to be at the heads 
of Hetaeria. 

Blaquiere, 



Note 33, p. 138. 

Fair Athens had not sighed that thou 
Should'st to a foreign despot bow. 

The solitary grandeur of these marble ruina is, perhaps, 
more striking than the appearance presented by any other 
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object at Athens .<^theTturks tltemi^lveB seem to' regard 
them-witfa an eye of respect «nd admivatiofit'. 

i.\. ' ••» : -. ' iz .''Hobhdu$ti 



Note 34, p^l43. 

For this her ^wanderings ever, led 
Near to the pure Ilissus' bed ; 
Where lay concealed a roclcy cave, 
Washed by its slow and murmuring wave. 

Following the channel of the Ilissus, about a furlong 
higher ap, you reach the site of the marble stadium of 
AticuB Herodes. Not far from the top of the stadium, in 
the slope of a circular range of seats, is a cavern. On visit- 
ing this cavern, your recollections of past times would, for 
a time, give way to reflections caused by the sight of some 
present objects. The first day I visited the place, I ob- 
served a fiat stone on the side of the rock, strewed with 
several bits of coloured rag, broken glass, and honey, and a 
handful or two of dried peas. As I was going to examine 
them, a Greek in company exclaimed, " Don't touch them, 
Affendi; they are the devil's goods — ^they are magical!" 
On inquiring, he assured' me that some old women of 
Athens, well known to be witches, came to this cavern at 
the dead of night, and there performed their incantations, 
leaving these remnants as offerings to the evil spirit. 
Another person most seriously assured me, that this was not 
ali ;^for that ^ese sanus enchantresses had been often seen, 
4onng a midnight storin, skimming off the foam of the sea, 
Kfrheop it rolls/ against the long pebbly beach, near the 
Vicieat port of Phal^rus. These witches (a decrepid 
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creature Was pointed out to me as one of them), are hated 
and feared by the Greeks and Turks ; and make use of 
their supposed art to extort charity from the credulous and 
terrified females of both nations. 

HobhotLse, 



Note 35, p. 148. 

Fair Constance— who had seen that ftice, 
Beaming with smiles in childhood's bower, 
Thou daughter of a mighty race, 
And seen thee in thy tyrant's power. 

Costanza Zacari, the heroine of Mistras. Zacari of 
Mistras, the fiither of Costanza, was one of the most for- 
midable of those chiefs known under the name of Klepthai, 
with whom the Turkish tyrants of the Morea had ever to 
contend : his intrepidity and stratagem had, in fact, become 
proverbial ; it enabled him to be, for many years, the terror 
of Cheli Bey and other Pachas. He was put to death by 
the Governor of the Morea. 

BU^fuUre's Second Visit to Greece, 



Note 36, p. 164. 
For Hadana's rose must be wed on the morrow. 

During the period that the dominion of the Rajahs of 
Vijeyanuggur extended over the greatest portion of the 
south of India, two young men of the tribe of Yedava, named 
Vijeya and Krishna, departed firom that court, in search of 
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a better establishment, to the south. Their travels carried 
nhem to the little fort of Hadana, a few miles from the 
present situation of the town of Mysore ; and having 
alighted, as is usual, near the borders of a tank, they over- 
heard some women, who had come for water, bewailing the 
fate of a young maiden of their tribe, who was about to be 
married to a person of inferior quality. The brothers in- 
quired into the circumstances of the case; desired the 
women to be comforted, and offered their services in the de- 
fence of the damsel. She was the only daughter of the 
Wadeyar (or lord of thirty-three villages),- who was afflicted 
with mental derangement ; and in this desolate and un- 
protected state, the Chief of Caroo-g^ly, a person of 
mean caste, proposed to the family the alternative of im- 
mediate war, or the peaceable possession of Hadana, by 
his marriage with the daughter. The offers of the strangers 
were made known, and they were admitted to examine the 
means which the family possessed of avertmg the impend- 
ing danger. In conformity with their advice, no change was 
made in the preparations for the marriage feast, and while 
the Chiefs of Caroo-gully were seated at the banquet in 
one apartment, and the men in another, the men of Ha- 
dana, who had been secreted for the purpose, headed by 
the two brothers, sprang forth upon their guests and slew 
them, then marched instantly to Caroo-gully, which they 
surprised, and returned in triumph to Hadana : the damsel 
full of gratitude became the willing bride of Vizeya. 

Wilkes's South of India. 

THE END. 
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